


Of Fathers and Nightmares

by Bobbin of Ham



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Drama, Family
Language: English
Characters: Gobber, Hiccup, OC, Stoick
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2014-10-06 00:56:12
Updated: 2015-07-16 01:03:40
Packaged: 2016-04-26 22:55:15
Rating: T
Chapters: 25
Words: 82,785
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Stoick and Hiccup have to adapt quickly to an invading parental "problem." Young!Hiccup





	1. Camping

10

"Dad, what do dragons do in the winter? Do they hibernate? Why don't we hibernate?" Hiccup was flitting through the trees easily, breaking twigs as he went. The snapping sound of the twigs was lost in the crunching snow and Hiccup's voice. Stoick didn't bother answering as he followed Hiccup through the trees. He knew the boy would keep speaking regardless of an answer, "I think that would be better than waiting for it to warm up, don't you? Cause then it would be less boring, you can't be bored when you're asleep. Can you?"

Finally there was a break in the chatter. Hiccup had managed to get a tree branch caught in his vest; through the back collar down through the arm hole. Hiccup struggled to get his vest uncaught from the branch. Reaching back he tried to grab the branch and pull it free but it was stuck in the arm hole. Stoick shook his head. He hadn't wanted him to wear it; the vest was far too big for the boy. It was made from a good hide; the same Stoick's cloak was made of and so the intention was for Hiccup to grow into it. The boy was losing his fight with the branch. Noticing this, Stoick sighed inwardly and silently reached down to free the lad. Unfazed Hiccup picked up where he had left off,

"At least, you wouldn't know you were bored because you would be sleeping right? I think it would be more exciting if dragons didn't hibernate and the raids continued. At least _something_ would happen right?" Hiccup kept up his constant chattering as he bounded ahead of his father, happy to finally be outside and away from the village after being cooped up all winter. Stoick followed along quietly, keeping an eye on his son while looking for tracks in the snow. It was the first warm day since winter had started. While it was not officially thaw Stoick couldn't wait any longer to get the kid out of the house. It had been a long winter and being shut up with a hyper, bored eight-year-old only made it worse. When Stoick came home a few days ago to discover Hiccup hanging from the loft by a rope around his waist the Chief had reached his limit. Hiccup claimed he was trying to find out what flying was like; Stoick just needed the boy out of the house before the entire structure was destroyed. Or Hiccup seriously injured himself. For his own sanity, Stoick had decided to take Hiccup on an overnight hunting trip; it would be easier to teach him how to track in the snow with visible prints. Plus, it would help get rid of some of Hiccup's pent up energy. Stoick found the boy easier to put up with outside. The snow was deep in some places; Hiccup had to hop through it. But the sun was out for the first time in months and the breeze was pleasant; not biting like it had been. It was still cold enough to redden Hiccup's nose and cheeks but he had taken his mittens off. The top layer of snow had crystalized in the warmer weather.

When Stoick found a good sized clearing with relatively little snow for a camp site. Hiccup hopped around the clearing stomping on the snow to soften it enough to be swept out of the way while Stoick cut up some large branches for fire wood. Then, Stoick showed his son how to use an evergreen branch to sweep the snow out of the camp site. Hiccup got bored with that chore, though. Stoick found himself doing it as Hiccup explored the area, trailing the branch Stoick had cut for him.

"Stay in the clearing, Hiccup." Of course, the kid was already beyond the trees. "Hiccup."

"What?" Hiccup asked without coming back into view. Stoick rolled his eyes,

"I said to stay in the clearing." By now the snow was swept away. Hiccup came back dragging his feet with sticks and pine needles in his hair.

"Come over here, we need to dig a fire pit." Stoick said. That got Hiccup's interest again.

"Why?" he asked coming over to where Stoick sat, kneeling down himself.

"So we don't have to do it later when it's cold and we're tired. Having a pit keeps the fire contained; the wind can't carry the flames to the trees." He said as he picked some sticks out of his son's hair. Stoick proceeded to show Hiccup how to use stones to break up the frozen earth enough to get a small pit dug. Then they gathered kindling and fire wood. Surprisingly Hiccup completed that task, partly because it allowed him to wander and explore. Stoick made sure to keep an eye on the boy's whereabouts and call him back when he wandered too far, ignoring the excuse of "I saw an elf behind that ridge, I _know _I did!" Once the wood was gathered Stoick checked the sun and suggested they get some tracking practise in before nightfall.

Hiccup bounded off ahead but the snow was deep enough to keep him from getting too far as he hopped through it from one foot to the other keeping his arms out for balance. Stoick had made him put the mittens back on.

"Dad, do you think we'll get anything tonight? Like a boar or a stag? Is that what we'll have for supper? What if we don't get anything? What will we eat then?" Hiccup said. The snow was easier for him to walk in here and he had seen a drop off to his right that he was now wandering towards.

"Hiccup, stay away from that edge." Stoick said, but Hiccup kept going.

"Why? I just wanna take a look."

"Stubborn child could put a mule to shame." Stoick grumbled as he trudged over to pull his son away from the edge. He knew that the snow gathered and stuck further out than the actual edge of the drop off and it was unstable. Before he could do anything about it, though, Hiccup and the snowy edge disappeared.

"Hiccup!"

* * *

><p>The Monstrous Nightmare sighed again and turned her body to face the cave's entrance. She was on Berk; she didn't want to be at the nest anymore, she didn't want to do anything anymore. The sun was out for the first time in months and the cheery light added to her misery. A commotion outside got her attention as a pile of snow fell from the ledge above accompanied by a yell that sounded like a Viking. Growling she crept out of her cave to investigate. She was half thinking a violent Viking wouldn't be unwelcome now that her hatchlings were gone. Another, smaller, pile of snow landed on her head. Shaking off the snow, her eyes narrowed as she looked at the new pile of snow in front of her.<p>

There was something struggling in the snow grumbling to itself. The Nightmare slowly approached. She watched half annoyed, half amused as a little Viking tried to extract himself from the snow. Twice. With an annoyed huff she drew herself up over him. Her wings on either side of him caused the boy to freeze and tilt his head slowly upward to see her glaring down. "Dad?" Hiccup called in a scared voice. The Nightmare dipped her head to blast him and he lifted his hands to cover his head, still stuck in the snow. He was shaking slightly and she breathed in his scent; there was fear and the usual Viking smells, but also something else. Something that relayed to her how young he was; he was only a hatchling. With that realization something clicked in the Nightmare. She so desperately missed her own hatchlings, taken from her so abruptly. They had been so young and so scared, and here was a little one just as young and scared before her.

The Nightmare crooned and nuzzled him from behind and he crouched further down in the snow. The little Viking hatchling was trembling fully now but the smell of fear coming from him no longer gave her a sense of victory. Instead, it drew out her comforting nature as she drew closer about him. she crooned and nuzzled the back of his neck. Hiccup, though, had never been more scared. He had seen dragons plenty of times before. He had seen the raids and the destruction dragons brought, but he had never been this close to one before. The warm breath smelled like smoke as the dragon breathed down his neck. It pushed him forward. Most likely it was getting a good smell before it ate him. He wanted his dad. The dragon was making soft growling noises and Hiccup desperately hoped his dad would come before he was eaten. The Nightmare nuzzled him again. Her hatchlings were gone and she could not protect them but this one was here and now he was hers. No harm would come to him.

* * *

><p>Stoick went as close as he dared to the drop off to make sure Hiccup was okay. There was a lot of snow and Hiccup was on top of it so he <em>should<em> be okay. Sure enough,Stoick spotted Hiccup in a large pile of snow trying to dig himself out. Stoick let out the breath he had unknowingly been holding. With a sigh and a shake of his head Stoick moved away from the edge to look for a way down to retrieve his son.

While moving through the trees Stoick heard Hiccup call for him. The fear in the boy's voice made Stoick's heart beat a little faster but he told himself that Hiccup was fine. The boy was probably freaking out because he was stuck in the snow alone. Still, Stoick picked up his pace. He was completely unprepared for the sight of a Monstrous Nightmare crouched over his cowering eight-year-old.

"Hiccup!"

When the boy looked up Stoick could see the fear in his eyes. "Okay, it's okay." Stoick said as calmly as he could with a massive dragon dwarfing his tiny son. It rumbled and bumped its head into Hiccup from behind, the sound sent vibrations through Stoick's chest. He could swear his heart jumped into his throat. There was too much deep snow for him to get to Hiccup quickly. By some miracle the beast hadn't noticed him yet. It was completely concentrated on Hiccup who was trying so very hard not to cry. The Chief felt utterly helpless as his mind raced to find some way for him to get his son away from the dragon.

Cautiously, Stoick started to creep forward through the snow, flinching at the crunching noise it made. He moved around so that he could come in from the side; hopefully taking the devil by surprise and knocking the thing away from Hiccup. The beast was now rubbing its snout on the side of Hiccup's head. Stoick couldn't understand why it hadn't fired yet or lit itself. He had no idea why Hiccup was still alive but right at this moment he wasn't going to question it. He would simply be grateful. The Monstrous Nightmare had a large snout, longer than Hiccup was tall. It had an under bite that caused almost all its teeth to show on the outside. When it bumped Hiccup from the side its mouth full of teeth rubbed against him. It was finally too much for the boy.

"Daddy!"

Stoick wasn't sure if it was the complete terror in Hiccup's voice, the choked sob that followed, or the deep rumbling that came from the nightmare that had his son surrounded, but he forgot all attempts of silence and rushed at the beast. The dragon saw him.

She had been trying to calm her hatchling; let him know that everything was alright. There was a muffled crunching sound to her right. She turned her head as a Viking, a very large Viking, rushed at her. Quickly arching herself around her little one to shield him, she roared. A rush of fire swiftly engulfed her. She was careful to avoid burning her hatchling but the little one cried out nonetheless. The Viking skidded to a stop; the snow spraying everywhere. Good; he should fear her.

"Hiccup?" Stoick called. The Nightmare could hear fear in his tone and smell it coming off of him. Hiccup tried to make himself even smaller than he already was. There was fire surrounding him. The flames licked at him, not close enough to touch, but he could feel the heat and it was unbearable. The snow beneath him was melting and he was pretty sure he wasn't stuck anymore. His clothes were soaked though. If he could just get away from the dragon and back to his dad everything would be alright. Hiccup thought he heard his dad beyond the fire but it was hard to hear over the sound of the flames and the dragon roaring.

The Nightmare wanted to stay lit and pull her hatchling closer but she knew her fire would cause him pain. She could smell his fear. She let her fire die out but kept her flame ready in her mouth and growled a warning at the Viking.

"Hiccup?" The large one called again, she smelled more fear from the Viking. Her hatchling answered with a shaky voice, "Dad?" Even when the fire died the heat remained and Hiccup was closed in, the stuffy air was hard to breathe. He wanted his dad. The dragon growled above him again.

It was then that the Nightmare noticed another scent from the Viking. One that was similar to her hatchling's. The large Viking was connected to her little one. She growled again and drew her wings closer about Hiccup, ignoring his whimper for now. The Viking wanted to take her hatchling! She was not about to lose another one.

Stoick had never felt more relieved than he did when he heard Hiccup's voice. Never had Stoick the Vast been more terrified than when he saw that beast light itself on fire with his son in its clutches. Hiccup may be okay but the Nightmare still had him.

"Dad," Hiccup's small voice called out again, "Dad, I'm scared." He said it so quietly that Stoick could barely hear him. He didn't know what to do, how to fix it. The dragon still had fire power and Stoick couldn't risk making it use that up. He couldn't risk angering the beast further. All he could do was try to calm Hiccup down and keep the Nightmare's attention off of his son.

"It's ok Hiccup, everything will be ok. I need you to stay quiet now, alright? Can you do that?" Stoick still couldn't see the boy because of that cursed wing but he heard the quiet "Yes."

The Nightmare kept growling at Stoick as he started moving forward. Stoick hoped the beast would attack him and leave Hiccup. Instead he watched as his worst nightmare came true: it ignored the Viking and dipped its head between its wings where Hiccup was. Then the Nightmare spread its wings and Stoick could see his son again; the Nightmare had caught the back of Hiccup's vest in its mouth. In one smooth motion she had lifted off the ground pulling Hiccup free of the snow and Stoick had to brace himself against the wind from her wings. The Chief paled, not again. Not Hiccup. Losing Valka had been terrible, but to lose Hiccup. Stoick couldn't even consider what he would do.

Before the dragon got far from the ground, however, Hiccup wiggled free of his too big vest and fell back to the snow with a slight plop. He scrambled to his father's open arms. Stoick knew he should keep an eye on the dragon; that he should fall back to the trees and get away from the beast. But for a moment, just a moment he simply held his trembling son tight and thanked every god he knew that Hiccup was alright. Then, and much too soon, he let go of Hiccup. Stoick steered him through the trees before the Nightmare could attack. Stoick didn't let them stop walking till they were back in their camp. Kneeling in front of his son, Stoick ran his fingers through Hiccup's auburn hair to check for head wounds; dislodging pine needles from earlier and noticing some singed ends. Then he took Hiccup's face in his hands and looked the boy in the eyes, but other than fear and some remnants of tears Stoick saw nothing of concern. He wiped the tear tracks from the boy's round cheeks with his thumbs.

"Are you hurt anywhere?" He asked as he ran his hands down Hiccup's arms then felt the boy's ribs to make sure they were not bruised or broken. Hiccup shook his head. Next thing Stoick knew Hiccup had his little arms round Stoick's neck and was whimpering into his father's shoulder in little gasps. Hesitantly Stoick put his arms around his son and the quiet whimpering turned into sobbing.

"Shhh, Hiccup, it's okay. The dragon's gone. You're safe, shhhh." Stoick rocked slightly where he knelt trying to calm the child, rubbing circles on Hiccup's back. Shivering a bit Hiccup pressed in closer, rubbing his face into Stoick's shoulder. The lad was wet through. Certain that there was nothing physically wrong with Hiccup other than being cold Stoick gave him one more light squeeze before gently pulling the boy off of him. "We need to start a fire, Hiccup. Get you dried off and warm, okay?" Hiccup sniffled and nodded, wiping his nose on his sleeve. Stoick ran his fingers through Hiccup's hair again as he stood. Hiccup followed, kneeding the edge of his father's cloak with both hands, as Stoick started the fire and put some fish he had brought on a stick that he hung over the flames.

* * *

><p>His scent was still in the air, faint but there. She could smell his trail; find him as easily as she had been able to find her own hatchlings. The Nightmare lifted her head and filled her lungs with his scent. She got up to follow it. Already she had replaced her lost hatchlings with this one.<p>

Night had fallen as she pushed through the trees. She was agile despite her size and made little noise. The Nightmare heard crackling and smelled a fire; she turned in that direction. There was a flickering light through the trees in a small clearing, Cautiously she moved forward till she could see without being seen.

The snow had all been swept away; she could see the small banks at the edges of the clearing. The large Viking was putting some fish into the fire and the dragon watched curiously until she noticed her hatchling close behind him. Her little one was peeking out from behind the Viking, looking into the trees with big green eyes but the Nightmare knew he couldn't see her. She watched carefully as the Viking took the fish out of the fire and put it aside to cool for a bit before giving one to her hatchling. He then took another one and ate a few pieces; the dragon cocked her head as realization hit: They didn't eat fish raw but put it in fire first. If she wanted to care for her hatchling she would need to know more about how Vikings lived. She realized too that the Viking was a parent; her hatchling's parent. A bit of guilt crept through her at the thought of steeling the hatchling from his parents but she pushed it down. The Nightmare had known mothers who lost their young to steal other hatchlings before; in fact, she hadn't seen any hatchlings since she lost hers. Well, there was one she saw but he belonged to no one and everyone. He had started to avoid her when she began mothering him more and would even call for other adults to make her leave him alone.

Her new hatchling didn't eat, she noticed. Instead he put his fish aside, crawled into his sire's lap, and snuggled in. They were quiet, the Nightmare noted. She had always thought Vikings to be vocal, they were when she saw them in the raids, but these two were quiet. The large Viking held her hatchling steady as he leaned over to pick up the untouched fish.

"Did you even try to eat?" Stoick asked. Hiccup shook his head; Stoick sighed and put the fish into Hiccup's hands, "Eat. At least three bites." The boy started picking at the fish. Stoick had him pulled up close against his chest with his chin resting on Hiccup's head so he could feel each breath his son took. He could also tell that the boy still hadn't taken a single bite.

"Hiccup."

Hiccup started eating. Stoick relaxed against the rock behind him. This had been too much excitement. Dragon raids he could handle, even searching for the nest was tame compared to today. It had been too close. Stoick bent his head to bury his nose in Hiccup's hair. The familiar smell was comforting but the traces of smoke and burned hair prevented Stoick from pretending it hadn't happened; made it too real. He had come so close to losing him. Hiccup put the fish aside again after eating the mandatory three bites. Stoick took a deep breath through his nose and let it out as a sigh, but he held Hiccup a little closer.

The Nightmare watched as her hatchling's sire moved the little one around so he was sitting sideways in his sire's lap and could lean on the Viking's shoulder. The Nightmare cocked her head as she watched the large Viking gently rub circles on her little one's chest. This seemed to calm him, both of them really. Her little one relaxed into his sire and his eyes started to close until he finally fell asleep, his sire still rubbing soothing circles on his chest. Yes, she needed to watch for a while so she could learn to care for her hatchling properly before taking him to her nest.


	2. Loose Tooth

After a couple of days Hiccup was back to his old self; cheerful, chatty, and full of questions. He never once mentioned the Nightmare. Stoick marvelled at how he seemed to have forgotten the whole ordeal. Stoick himself hadn't mentioned it to anyone; just thinking about what had almost happened made his heart skip a beat. For the first few days Stoick preferred to keep Hiccup in his sight which was relatively easy with the late winter weather keeping everyone indoors. There was the odd meeting but he postponed those till after Hiccup's bedtime when Stoick knew his son was safely tucked in. But the weather was getting warmer and the Chief knew he was going to have to head up to the high pastures to plan moving herds down to the village for spring. And the dragon raids. That was a day long job and there was no way of bringing his young son along. Hiccup would slow him down. Not to mention the stampede Hiccup had caused last time he was around the herds. The boy was still too young to be left alone for the whole day so Stoick had arranged for Gobber to watch him, as usual.

Sticking to the trees the Nightmare watched the Viking nest. She was ready to learn everything about caring for a Viking hatchling. She had noticed that her hatchling didn't have a mother within the first two days; it wasn't a Viking thing because the other Viking hatchlings had mothers. She also decided he was left alone too much for a hatchling, his sire left the nest most nights. She no longer felt guilty about stealing the little one. Hatchlings shouldn't be left alone unless absolutely necessary; his sire did a poor job of caring for him. She grumbled as she lay there watching the wooden nest. It would be so easy to break it and take her hatchling away. The Nightmare amused herself by imagining the sight: the crackling wood, the smoke rising into the dark sky, the way the walls would bend in and collapse as the flames ate them away. She could leave the Viking in the middle of the burning cave, wood was a foolish material when your enemies were dragons, or maybe she would break in when he was gone. Either way, snatching her hatchling would be easy. She didn't though. She was still learning about Vikings so he could be properly looked after.

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up early. The sun wasn't yet rising and it was cold in the room so he burrowed further under the covers. Listening to the familiar sound of his father's snores Hiccup tried to go back to sleep. Something felt odd about one of his front teeth. He pushed at it with his tongue and it moved, not much but it still moved. His top front tooth was finally loose!<p>

"Dad! Dad!" Hiccup cried scrambling out of his bed. There was a thump as he hit the floor tangled in his blanket. Stoick snorted mid-snore,

"Wha- Hiccup?" Stoick pushed himself up in time for Hiccup to bounce onto the bed and jump on him. In a sleep induced fog Stoick grabbed Hiccup and held him close with his right hand and reached down for the hammer on the floor with his left.

"Dad my tooth's loose, look!" Hiccup said wiggling it to show his dad. Stoick was tense for another moment, still half asleep and expecting danger of some kind. Hiccup frowned, "Dad?"

Lowering his hammer Stoick focused on Hiccup. "Your tooth is loose?" He said slowly, still trying to register what was going on.

Hiccup bounced excitedly in Stoick's grip, "Yeah, look!" He wiggled it again. Stoick put the hammer back on the floor and repositioned Hiccup so he could see him better. Glancing out the window Stoick noted how dark it was.

"You couldn't wait till after sunrise?" He asked. Hiccup shook his head, bouncing on the bed.

"All the other kids already lost their front teeth _and_ have their adult ones!"

It was too early for loud children. Stoick sighed and got up, there would be no more sleeping. Picking Hiccup up under the arms Stoick set him on the floor.

"Can you pull it out Dad?"

Gods it was too early for this. Stoick rubbed his face, "Let me wake up, Hiccup."

"Okay, and then you can check my tooth? How long will it take you to wake up?" Hiccup asked bouncing next to Stoick and hanging off his arm. Gods it was way too early. Herding Hiccup out to the main room Stoick grabbed the kettle and put it on to boil. Then, Stoick took out two mugs and bowls to set on the table. Putting the pot on for oatmeal Stoick glanced at his son. Hiccup was sitting at the table trying to be patient and quiet. His head rested on his arms, but he was kicking his feet furiously. However, he knew better than to try and get much out of his father before he had had his tea. Stoick got the tea leaves out and put them in his mug before pouring buttermilk in the other and handing it to Hiccup.

"Dad, did you wake up yet?" Hiccup asked quietly, taking his milk. Stoick merely grunted a negative. Letting out a large sigh Hiccup started sipping the buttermilk. The kettle wasn't boiling yet but it was steaming and that was close enough for Stoick this morning. He poured the water. Letting his tea steep he put some oats in the pot and stirred them in. The porridge was left to thicken as Stoick took his seat and sipped his tea. Still no sign of the Thor forsaken sun.

Hiccup was staring. Stoick could feel his eyes; he drank his tea. Finally, he could take it no longer,

"Come here." He said in defeat. Hiccup jumped up with a huge smile and hopped over to his father.

"It's this one. Can you take it out?" Hiccup asked wiggling his loose tooth. Stoick gently moved it.

"No Hiccup. It's not loose enough yet." He said. The boy's face fell.

"Oh."

Stoick got up to take the porridge off the fire and put it on the table. Spooning it into their bowls and adding honey he said, "It'll get looser. Then it can come out." He put Hiccup's bowl in front of the boy and sat down with his own.

Hiccup poked at his oatmeal, "How long will that take?"

"I don't know Hiccup. It takes as long as it takes. Eat your breakfast."

Hiccup took a bite and chewed thoughtfully, "Is there anything I can do to make it faster?"

"Just be patient, Hiccup." Stoick said. He was going to need another cup of tea. There was silence for a while as they ate.

"Dad? Can I have a piece of Aunt Thistleface's fruit cake?" Hiccup asked.

The question caught Stoick off guard. "I thought you didn't like it." Neither of them did. It sat on a shelf collecting dust from Snoggletog till spring when Stoick would finally throw it out. It never went bad.

Hiccup wouldn't look at him, "I don't mind it."

Something was up, why would Hiccup all of a sudden want that cake? It was hard as a rock and tasted the same. He couldn't even bite it. Oh. "Not for breakfast. Finish your oatmeal."

Hiccup poured what was left of his milk into the porridge. "Can I have a piece for my midday meal?" He asked.

"You'll be with Gobber. You'll eat what he gives you." Stoick said. He got up and put the pot and his dishes aside to be washed later; he took Hiccup's empty mug too. Hiccup, meanwhile, was building dams in his porridge.

"We could bring him a piece."

Stoick snorted, "What do you think happened to _his_ tooth? You'll eat what he gives you. Finish your breakfast."

Hiccup took a bite and made a face, "It's cold."

"And whose fault is that? Eat it don't play with it." Stoick said. He got himself ready for the day while Hiccup finished his oatmeal.

With Hiccup finally fed and ready to go Stoick slung his pack over his shoulder and took Hiccup's hand to keep him from darting out. It was a muddy, slushy mess. Great. Hiccup was bouncing next to him eager to leave the house.

"Are you going to be gone all day?" He asked. Stoick was surveying the hill. What would the driest, least messy way to the forge be? Hiccup tugged Stoick's arm, "Dad, will you be gone all day?"

Stoick grunted an affirmative sound as they started down. Dawn was finally here but the village was quiet still. Hiccup tugged forward but Stoick held his hand securely; it was too wet and slippery. He didn't want to leave Gobber with a wet, muddy eight-year-old all day.

"When will you be back? Will it be tomorrow? Is Gobber going to put me to bed? I like it when he does, he tells good stories. In one of them there's a woman who turns into a wolf. She kills these brothers because one of them wouldn't sell him the sword, Gram. Then, Dad, Sigmund, the last brother, kills the wolf! And to get revenge on the bad guys they, Sigmund and his son, Sinfjolti, they become outlaws and turn into wolves using wolf skins!" Hiccup slipped in the slush so Stoick lifted him up by the arm to keep him off the wet ground. "And Sinfjolti was the only son that Signy liked so she had Sigmund kill the others. Does that really happen Dad?" Stoick lowered Hiccup to his feet and kept going, watching out for ice patches. Hiccup tugged his arm, "Dad?"

"What?" Stoick didn't take his eyes off the ground.

"Do parents kill children who aren't good enough?"

Now Stoick was listening, "Where did you hear that?" He looked at Hiccup.

"I told you, the story Gobber told me last time you were gone for the night." Hiccup said as he hopped through the slush. It sprayed everywhere so Stoick lifted him off the ground again to put a stop to it. Hiccup giggled.

"No they don't." Stoick said. Oh, Gobber was going to have some explaining to do.

They started down the hill again. "Dad, what's 'incest'?" Hiccup asked. Stoick stopped short, accidently jerking Hiccup back.

"What?!"

Hiccup shrugged, "Gobber said that Sinfjolti was born out of incest but I should ask you what it means."

Stoick didn't know what to do, how to handle this. Gobber wasn't just going to explain he was going to pay. Hiccup was eight. Eight!

"Look Dad, a robin! That means it's Spring right?" Hiccup said pointing at the bird and tugging forward, spraying slush everywhere. Stoick didn't lift him off the wet ground this time. He was fuming. Hiccup didn't notice as he chattered on.

"Gobber!" Stoick called when they got to the forge.

"Aye, in here. Just lightin the place up. You're awful early today." Gobber came out with a cheery smile that disappeared when he saw Stoick's face.

"Hi Gobber. Look, my tooth is finally loose." Hiccup stood in front of his seething father and happily demonstrated.

"Well would you look at that." Gobber said, but there was less enthusiasm than normal. That went unnoticed by the child who grinned up at him. "What's up Stoick?" Gobber asked.

"What kind of stories are you telling him?" Stoick said carefully and evenly. He would not yell. He would not yell.

Hiccup looked up at his father, "I told you. People turned into wolves. Then,"

"I was asking Gobber, Hiccup." Stoick said placing his hands on Hiccup's shoulders and glaring at Gobber.

"Oh you know, Stoick. Jus' Hero Tales. Nothing the lad wouldn't hear in the Great Hall." Gobber said, drumming his fingers on the hammer attachment to his arm and not meeting Stoick's eyes.

"The story of Sigmund is not for children. It would be told late when they've fallen asleep. If it was told when they could hear it would be edited so they don't ask their parents inappropriate questions!" Stoick said. He was raising his voice a little and gripping Hiccup's shoulders a bit too tight. He needed to breathe, calm down. Hiccup was looking up at him with wide eyes. "He is eight, Gobber. Eight. He shouldn't be," Stoick paused glancing down at Hiccup. Placing his hands over his son's ears he continued quietly, "Shouldn't be asking if parents will kill their own children and he definitely shouldn't know the word 'incest'."

Gobber held his arms in surrender, "Alrigh' alrigh' I get it. No more stories with murder of children, incest, sex in general," Gobber said listing them off on his fingers. Hiccup was looking up at both alternatively, his hands grasping at his father's fingers covering his ears.

"I can still hear you." Hiccup said. Gobber stopped and both men looked down at the boy.

"Why don' ye go to the back room, Hiccup? There's some scrap paper I put aside for ya." Gobber said and Stoick gave Hiccup a little push in that direction.

"Okay, but I can still hear you from back there." Hiccup said as he walked to the back room. The two men looked at each other. Stoick raised his hand and pointed his finger in Gobber's face.

"No more inappropriate stories."

"Got it." Gobber said, "Have a good trip."

Stoick snorted, "Did you see it out there? I'll be back before supper. Goodbye Hiccup."

"Bye Dad." Hiccup called from the back. Stoick shook his head, gave Gobber another warning look and left.

"So Hiccup," Gobber called, "What're ya up to?" He walked over to the curtain and drew it back.

Hiccup looked up from his drawing. "Figuring out how to lose my tooth faster."

"Ah, well you be a good boy today and maybe I'll help ya out." Gobber said.

Hiccup smiled, "Really? Cause Dad wasn't much help."

"Sure lad, sure." Gobber walked back to the fire and stoked it a little more. He began working. Every now and then he checked on Hiccup who was content to sit and draw for most of the morning. When the lad started getting antsy and into stuff he should leave alone, however, Gobber said, "Hey Hiccup, I ever tell ya about Frost Giants from up North?"

Hiccup stepped away from the iron in the flames to come over to Gobber, "No."

Gobber stopped pounding on the sword for a quick moment to push Hiccup back from the sparks before continuing. "Well, most of 'em are okay, but others, eh not so much."

The rest of the afternoon passed quietly with Gobber telling Hiccup all about Frost Giants. After that he explained some simple smithing processes. "Alright lad," Gobber said after putting his tools aside and wiping his hand on his apron, "Let's see that tooth." He picked Hiccup up and sat him on the table.

"It's this one." Hiccup said wiggling the tooth for Gobber.

"Aye, tis loose." Gobber said after testing it, "Not enough to pull yet." Hiccup's face fell. "But I have an idea."

"Really?" Hiccup asked, brightening up again.

"Yup." Gobber said with a smile and a wink, "Wait here for a sec."

* * *

><p>Watching from the forest had its downside; the Nightmare was limited to the outskirts of the Viking nest. Early that morning she had been woken by the sound of her hatchling chattering. Blinking in the early morning light she lifted her head to see the Viking walking down into the nest with her hatchling. He held the little one's hand to keep him at his side. She couldn't see that far into the nest which agitated her. The Viking came back to the empty space and was soon joined by a few others; they left the nest. So her hatchling was somewhere deep in the nest where she couldn't see. That was fine; okay, she still had a lot to learn. For the day she contented herself with learning what she could of the Vikings. She saw them washing their strange coverings and guessed that the coverings were important. They also had to maintain their individual nests to keep out the elements. Vikings must be pretty weak to things like rain and snow. It was a warm day and the Nightmare found herself dozing in the sun; it felt so good on her scales after the cold winter. She decided to go back to her cave to doze out in the open and spread her wings to soak in all the warmth. She had seen all she was going to see here today.<p>

Stoick, on the other hand, had had a miserable day. The sun may have been out warming everything up but it also turned all the snow to slush and all the slush to mud. Going up to the far fields to check the herds was awful work on these days. The sheep and yaks were wet and muddy, and smelled worse when wet and muddy. Stoick himself was wet and muddy due to all the trudging around. He was looking forward to picking up his son and relaxing for the evening; listening to Hiccup chatter about whatever took his fancy. As Stoick neared the forge he heard Gobber's loud voice,

"Ya ready lad?"

Ready? Ready for what? Stepping into the dim light of the forge Stoick saw his son standing in front of a cupboard with a string in his mouth. A string that was also tied to the door of the cupboard which Gobber was about to slam closed.

"What are you doing?!" He shouted. Stoick rushed over and grabbed the string to steady it as Gobber slammed the door in his surprise.

"Stoick. Hey," Gobber said rubbing the back of his neck. Stoick was very tempted to pull the door off its hinges by the damn string.

"Hey? Hey? What are you doing?" Stoick shouted. He needed to calm down. He pinched the bridge of his nose.

"Trying to get rid of my tooth." Hiccup said, "Gobber tied this string on and when he slammed the door it was supposed to pull the tooth out but you ruined it."

Taking a deep breath Stoick looked at Hiccup. The boy didn't know any better, Gobber, however, he should have more sense. Stoick took the string off of Hiccup's tooth and glared at Gobber who had the decency to look ashamed.

"Do you have any idea how much it would have hurt?" Stoick asked Hiccup. The boy shrugged,

"The tooth would be out though."

Stoick squeezed Hiccup's shoulders, "Why don't you go wash up and head to the Great Hall. I'll meet you there. Gobber and I have to have a little talk." Stoick narrowed his eyes at Gobber over Hiccup's head.

"Alright." Hiccup said.

"Stay out of the mud. And leave your tooth alone." Stoick said as Hiccup left.

Hiccup started up the hill to the Great Hall moping about still having his tooth. He snapped out of it pretty soon; all the puddles caught his attention. The rest of the way was spent jumping from puddle to puddle avoiding the raging fires all around him. By the time Hiccup reached the steps to the great hall his boots were soaked through.

"Hey guys," He called when he saw the other kids on the steps ahead of him. Fishlegs waved but the others ignored him. "Guess what, my tooth's finally loose. I'll lose it soon."

"Aw is the baby finally going to lose his tooth?" Snotlout taunted, "Big deal, we all lost our front teeth a long time ago. In fact I lost mine three years ago." He titled his chin up with his hands on his hips looking down at Hiccup.

Astrid rolled her eyes and went up to the Great Hall with Fishlegs, who hated confrontation. Hiccup crossed his arms.

"You're also older than me. Of course you lost your front teeth before me."

"Well we're only five months older than you and we both lost our front teeth last year." Ruffnut said jabbing her finger into Hiccup's chest. He tried to swat her hand away but she flicked his nose before he could.

"Yeah," Tuffnut added from behind his sister, "You're such a baby." The twins high fived and Snotlout rolled his eyes; they could be so lame.

"No I'm not." Hiccup said.

"Yeah you are. You haven't even lost your front teeth yet." Snotlout gloated smirking.

"My tooth's loose so I'll lose it soon." Hiccup said.

"But you haven't lost it yet." Ruffnut said. She elbowed her brother.

"Yeah, little baby Hiccup still has his baby teeth." Tuffnut sing-songed while shoving his sister. This started a shoving match which led to them chasing each other up the stairs to the Hall. Leaving Hiccup alone with Snotlout.

"See, you're just a wittle baby." Snotlout said.

"Yeah, well at least I didn't cry at the end of Beowulf." Hiccup said. He smirked, that was more babyish than still having baby teeth.

"I did not cry!" Snotlout said, "You're lying." He started down the steps towards Hiccup.

"Yes you did." Hiccup said with a smile as he backed up and then around so he was going up, towards the Hall and people, "You totally cried."

"You take that back you little runt." Snotlout said. He was approaching faster now and looked angrier.

"I could take it back but it would still be true. You cried." Hiccup said retreating backwards up the stairs carefully. Snotlout roared in his rage as he advanced on Hiccup. The younger boy's eyes went wide when he realized just how angry Snotlout was. Perhaps he had pushed a little too far. Hiccup turned to run up the stairs but Snotlout was faster and shoved him hard. There was too much force for Hiccup to break his fall with his hands. They slid forward on the step, getting scraped, and his chin was jolted as it connected with the stone. Hiccup curled into himself, covering his face as the pain thrummed up his chin to his nose.

"I did not cry!" Snotlout shouted but Hiccup didn't respond. He stayed down holding his face. "Hiccup?" Snotlout said, "Hiccup are you okay?" Snotlout knelt down next to his cousin and saw the blood. "Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. Hiccup, are you okay?" Snotlout pulled Hiccup up to a sitting position and tried to pull Hiccup's hands off his face to see. "Hiccup?"

Hiccup spit blood on the step when Snotlout had moved his hands, "I'm okay." He said. The throbbing was dying down as he didn't feel quite so dizzy. Then he felt his teeth with his tongue. "It'th gone!"

"Oh no. Oh no. I am in so much trouble." Snotlout was saying. "Wait what's gone?"

"My tooth! It'th gone!" Hiccup smiled but with a bloody nose and a bloody mouth Snotlout only freaked out more.

"Okay, okay. You stay right here, I'll be back with some water, okay?"

"Thure, thure." Hiccup mumbled, feeling around where he had spit the blood for his tooth. Snotlout scrambled up the stairs and into the Hall to get some water and a rag, hoping to hide the evidence and avoid getting in trouble. Before he got back though, Hiccup saw his dad and Gobber coming up the stairs.

"Dad! Dad look it came out! My tooth fell out!"

"Odin's beard lad, what did ye do?" Gobber said as they came up the stairs. Hiccup sat on the same step Snotlout had left him on, covering his nose with one hand and holding up his tooth with the other. There was a lot of blood, Stoick thought, too much blood for his liking. He knelt down a step below Hiccup and pulled the boy's hand away from his nose to see if it was broken. Not broken, just bloody.

"What happened?" Stoick asked. He tilted Hiccup's head forward a bit and pinched the boy's nose. Hiccup showed him the tooth again.

"My tooth wath knocked out."

"Yes, I see that. Why are you bleeding?"

Snotlout had come back out and seen his uncle already with Hiccup and Gobber hobbling up to them, he paled. He was in so much trouble. Hiccup hadn't told on him yet though, he had a chance.

"He, uh, tripped. Going up the stairs. I ran in to get something to clean the blood." He said. All three looked up where Snotlout stood with a pitcher of water and a rag. Gobber raised an eyebrow but Hiccup shrugged.

"I wath running up the thtairs and thlipped." He said.

Stoick sighed, "Keep your hand on your nose like this," He placed Hiccup's hand over the boy's nose and had him pinch it. He then reached for the water and rag Snotlout had brought. "Show me your mouth." He ordered.

"Why?" Hiccup asked.

"Just let me see, Hiccup." Stoick said. Why must the boy question everything. Why couldn't he just do as he was told? Hiccup opened his mouth and sure enough his gum was bleeding. The tooth had not been ready to come out. Stoick tore a piece off the rag, wet it, and put it in the gap applying pressure.

Hiccup pulled back, "Dad, that hurtth."

"I have to stop the bleeding, Hiccup. Hold that there." Stoick said. He wet the rest of the cloth and wiped the blood off Hiccup's face. That's when he found out Hiccup's chin had been split open, "Thor above child," He muttered as he applied pressure to that too.

"So he tripped, eh?" Gobber asked Snotlout.

"Ye-yeah. He was running up the stairs. Saying something about his tooth when he slipped. Banged his face on the step." Snotlout said. He wouldn't meet Gobber's eye and that made the man suspicious. It did sound like Hiccup. But shoving Hiccup on the stairs sounded like Snotlout. Gobber decided to keep an eye on the boy. He was possibly getting too rough.

"What have I told you about running on the stairs?" Stoick asked Hiccup.

"Not ta do it." Hiccup said around his fingers which still held the rag to his gums. "But my toof came out."

Gobber laughed, "You'd a' been better off letting me go through with my idea, eh Stoick?"

Stoick ignored his friend and focused on his son, "Anything else hurt?" He asked. Stoick wasn't really worried about a concussion; it looked like the boy had only hit his chin. It was Hiccup though, and Stoick could never be too careful. Hiccup shook his head.

"But my stomach doesn't feel good."

"Ah ya prolly swallowed too much blood." Gobber said as he sat next to Hiccup on the step. Hiccup looked up at him with wide eyes.

"Is dat bad?" He asked. Stoick angled Hiccup's head down again.

"Well, draugr drink blood. Doesn't hurt them. Though, they are dead." Gobber said. Stoick caught his eye and Gobber shrugged, "Inappropriate?" He asked.

"Yes." Stoick said. He turned to Hiccup, "It can make you nauseous, maybe throw up."

"Bu' I don' wanna drow up." Hiccup said. The glee about his tooth was dissipating and he was starting to notice the pain. His hands stung and his chin was throbbing again.

"You might not." Stoick said as he checked the cut on Hiccup's chin. It wasn't as bad as he had thought, probably wouldn't even scar. It was still bleeding though, so he put pressure on it again. "Now you know better than to run on the stairs."

Snotlout began to edge away feeling guilty. He really didn't feel like supper now but he went up anyway. He was going to have to make it up to Hiccup somehow, especially for covering for him. He didn't like feeling indebted to his little cousin.

"Let me see your nose," Stoick said. Hiccup took his hand away. The bleeding seemed to have stopped but it could start again. "Now your mouth." Hiccup opened his mouth wider and took the rag out. Still some bleeding. Stoick gently felt the gums in the gap for the adult tooth but it didn't seem ready to come down for a while.

"That hurtth." Hiccup said.

"That's a good thing, means nothing's damaged." Stoick told him. He rinsed the bit of rag and replaced it. "Hold it again."

"Wha' do 'ou mean damaged?" Hiccup asked. Gobber ruffled his hair.

"Nothing Hiccup, you're fine." Stoick said. He stood up then pulled Hiccup to his feet, holding him steady in case he was light headed. Content that Hiccup was fine Stoick offered a hand to Gobber to help him up. "Hiccup, why are you wet?" Stoick asked taking in the state of Hiccup's pants and boots for the first time.

"Der were fires, Dad. I had to ge' drough dem." Hiccup replied, his hand still holding the rag to his gums. Stoick ran his hand over his eyes. Why had he thought he would be relaxing tonight?

"I told you to stay out of the mud."

"I did. I went from puddle to puddle, not in de mud."

Gobber's snickering only tried Stoick's patience more, "Just go inside."


	3. The Swing

The Nightmare groaned as she woke to rain pelting down on her through the trees. It was cold as it beat against her scales. Little to no chance of seeing her hatchling today; the dragon had noticed Vikings tend to stay out of the elements, especially the hatchlings. Good to know. Add to the list: flame the food, coverings important, and stay out of the elements. She stretched, shook herself off then crept through the trees to the edge of the woods. Settling down she watched the wooden cave her hatchling lived in. She should go back to her own cave, he would be worried. However, she had been there just last night. He could wait till evening.

* * *

><p>Hiccup didn't wake Stoick up before dawn. In fact, Stoick had to wake the boy up shortly after dawn by pulling the blanket off him. Hiccup groaned and curled himself into a ball when the cold morning air hit him.<p>

"Come on, Hiccup. Time to get up." Stoick said. Hiccup mumbled something that sounded like no. Rolling his eyes, Stoick leaned down to pick his son up under the arms.

"No." Hiccup whined, drawing the word out as he rubbed his eyes and pulled his feet up. If he kept them up his dad might put him back on the bed. Stoick raised his eyebrows but waited. Unwillingly, Hiccup uncurled letting his feet hang and Stoick lowered him to the floor and pointed to the main room. The boy left the bedroom dragging his feet, which suited Stoick just fine; no non-stop chatter before he had his tea. While Stoick got their breakfast Hiccup slowly pulled his chair back, it thumped twice on the uneven floorboards, and climbed in it. He sat at the table and laid his head on his arms yawning.

"Here sleepyhead," Stoick said as he nudged Hiccup's arms with a bowl of porridge. Hiccup sat up and rubbed his eyes while Stoick sat down with his own porridge. The boy quietly poked at his breakfast not interested in eating it and Stoick was able to finish his mug of tea in silence before Hiccup really woke up.

"Dad, can I have the rope?" Hiccup asked pushing his spoon around his bowl.

Stoick looked up from his porridge and eyed Hiccup. "Why?"

"Juth, Juth," Hiccup let out an exasperated sigh, "Why can't I talk right?" He asked his father.

Stoick tried to hide his smile in his beard, "You wanted to lose the tooth."

"But why doeth, doeth," He groaned in frustration, "that make me talk funny?"

"It happens to everyone when they lose their front teeth." Stoick said going back to his porridge.

"But why? It didn't happen when I lotht my bottom teeth."

Stoick got up and cleared his dishes away. "I don't know, Hiccup. It's only the top ones. You'll be able to talk right again eventually." He tilted his son's head back to check the cut on Hiccup's chin but it seemed fine, on the other hand the bruise was nasty. The boy still smelt like ale. Stoick had told Gobber the cloth only needed to be dipped in the ale to clean the wound, not soaked. "Why do you want the rope?" Stoick asked again. He had put it away on the tallest shelf after the whole 'trying to fly' fiasco. Why couldn't the boy play normal games like a normal child?

"I wanna try thomething." Hiccup said while playing with his porridge.

Stoick wet a cloth and gently wiped Hiccup's chin, trying to wash the smell of ale off. "What do you want to try exactly?"

"Thomething." Hiccup said.

"No, you cannot have the rope. Eat your breakfast."

Hiccup sighed and pushed his porridge around some more. "Eating hurth." He said.

"Let me see." Stoick pulled Hiccup's chair out and checked on the missing tooth. He was a little worried about infection; mothers of other children had warned him that that could happen if a tooth was pulled early. Plus, Hiccup had woken him up in the night because it was bleeding again.

"Ow." Hiccup said. He squirmed in his chair.

"Have you been leaving it alone?" Stoick asked him.

Hiccup fidgeted, "It feelth weird."

"You have to leave it alone, Hiccup. Finish your milk; you don't need to eat the porridge." Stoick picked up Hiccup's bowl and scraped it out into the pot to be taken out later. The sound of rain drumming against the house filled the silence.

"I'm done. Can I go play?" Hiccup asked.

Stoick tore a rag and dipped it in the ale barrel, "In a minute. Come here."

Hiccup stayed in his chair. "Do I have to? That thtuff is gross."

"It will prevent infection and numb the pain. Come here."

Reluctantly Hiccup got up and went over to accept the ale soaked rag and held it to the gap in his teeth.

The rain didn't let up all morning so Hiccup was stuck inside. That was all well and good when he was supervised but Stoick had a midmorning meeting in the Great Hall. Odin only knew what the kid could get up to when left to his own devices.

"Hiccup, I'm leaving." Stoick called up to the loft.

"Okay." Hiccup shouted back.

"Hiccup," Stoick said again. Hiccup appeared at the top of the stairs.

"I know, I know. Thtay inthide, don't touch the weaponth, be good." Hiccup said rolling his eyes.

"And leave your gum alone." Stoick added opening the door. It was pouring out.

"Dad," Hiccup said, "How long will you be gone?"

"Mid-afternoon at the latest. Depends on how blockheaded they'll be. Your midday meal is out: the bread's on the table and there's a mug of buttermilk in the cold box. Dip the bread in the milk to soften it. Eat it all." Stoick said. There would be flooding with this much rain. He'd bring that up at the meeting.

"Okay," Hiccup said, "Bye." He disappeared again. Stoick shook his head and went out into the rain. He was wet through almost instantly.

* * *

><p>Except for the sound of rain in the leaves the morning was silent. The Nightmare huffed and shifted again. How was she supposed to figure out how to care for a Viking hatchling if she never saw her Viking hatchling? She lifted her head when she saw the Viking leave the nest. Without the hatchling. The little one was left alone a lot. He needed to be taken away so he could be looked after properly. The Viking was only gone for a little while before there was a crash from inside the nest. There were other muffled thuds and bangs so the Nightmare assumed the hatchling was fine. About midday, she saw a hole open in the back of the nest and her little hatchling peeked out at the rain. She lifted her head and watched him dart out into the rain over to a pile of wood that was under part of the nest. He took time to go through the pile as if he were looking for something specific, getting soaked through. The Nightmare rose to her feet. It would be so easy to snatch him away right now. She crouched and shook her shoulders, ready to take off and grab him. He found what he was looking for and headed back to his nest lugging a block of wood. The Nightmare settled again, she could be patient. If she didn't learn how to care for him properly she would be no better than his sire.<p>

* * *

><p>Numbskulls. Stoick thought as he trudged home through the rain. All of them, complete numbskulls. He looked up at the sky, no sign of the rain stopping. He'd be cooking tonight then. The puddles were so large Hiccup could drown in one on the way to the Great Hall. Stoick would have a mug of mead in front of the fire to warm up once he got home and then stay there for the night. He looked forward to that until he opened the door. The house was a mess. The rope was hanging in two swaying strands from the loft, there were muddy footprints from the back door going up the stairs, and the hatchet was missing. Stoick heard a thud and "Umph" from upstairs.<p>

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III!" He shouted.

His son's freckled face peaked down from the loft, his wet hair sticking to his forehead. "Hi Dad." He said sheepishly.

"Here. Now." Stoick said pointing to the floor in front of him. Hiccup took his time climbing down the stairs and stood before his father with his head hanging. He was drenched. "What is all this?" Stoick asked. He was calm; he would not lose his temper.

Hiccup looked around the room, "Ummm."

"Did I say you could play with the rope?" Stoick asked evenly.

"No, but I'm not-"

"Did I tell you to stay inside?"

"Yeth, but I needed-"

"Where is the hatchet?"

"Upthtairth."

"Are you allowed to touch the weapons?"

"No, but the hatchet'th a tool-"

"Then why is the rope out and the hatchet upstairs? Why are you wet? Why is there mud in the house?" Stoick was raising his voice again. He took a deep breath.

"I wanted to try thomething." Hiccup said quietly.

"Okay," Stoick said, covering his eyes, "You have one minute to explain all of this. What were you doing with the hatchet?"

Hiccup fidgeted, "Trying to thplit a log."

Deep breath. Stay calm. "Why are you trying to split a log?" Good, calm and even.

"Becauthe the chair didn't work." Hiccup spoke very quietly. He knew he was in a lot of trouble; he could tell by how red his father's face was.

For the first time Stoick noticed Hiccup's chair on its side pushed away from the rope ends. "The mud?"

"I had to go outthide for the wood. The oneth, onesth, inthide are too thmall." Hiccup was staring at the floor.

"The rope?"

"I was uthing it to thwing. I can show you,"

"No!" Stoick took a deep breath. "No. Take off your boots, get changed and dried off. Then, you will sit on your bed and wait for me. Do you understand?" Stoick said as calmly as he could. Hiccup nodded, still looking at the floor. "I said, do you understand?"

"Yeth thir." Came the quiet answer.

"Good. Go do it." Stoick said. Hiccup took his boots off, hurried to the bedroom and closed the door quietly. Stoick took his own boots off followed by his soaked cloak. First things first he mopped up the puddle that had formed while he had been talking to Hiccup. Then he cleaned up the mud, put the wood and hatchet away, and picked up Hiccup's chair. Stoick considered the rope but left it for now. How did the kid even get it down? Only half the buttermilk was gone and the bread picked at. Stoick sighed; Hiccup had been in there long enough. He took a deep breath as he thought about the hatchet. Best to leave it a little longer, start supper, calm down more. He started cutting up a turnip to put in the stew pot. Stoick added some salted boar and cut up carrots to put in. They didn't usually eat at home unless Gobber came over so Stoick didn't often cook, but with the rain he thought it was best. There was still possibility of infection and that was the last thing Stoick wanted so he was playing it safe.

Hiccup sat against his head board with his arms wrapped around his knees. He hadn't seen his dad this mad in a while. He sniffed; he had been there a long time. Maybe he had been forgotten. Maybe he wasn't really in that much trouble. Maybe something had come up and his dad would have to go deal with that instead. The rain drummed on the walls muffling sounds from in the main room, that could have happened and Hiccup hadn't heard it. Hiccup wiped his nose on his sleeve. The bedroom door opened and all Hiccup's hopes fell as his dad came in. He hugged his knees a little tighter and sniffed again.

Stoick sat down on the edge of Hiccup's bed causing it to creak, "Do you know what you did wrong?" He asked.

Hiccup nodded without looking up. His lower lip was trembling.

"Do you know why it was wrong?"

Hiccup sniffed again and wiped his nose before shaking his head. "Becauthe you thaid tho?" He was close to tears, Stoick could tell and it made what came next so much harder.

"I said so because it's what's best for you. I don't want you to get hurt, Hiccup. The rope and hatchet are not toys. Do you understand?" Hiccup nodded. "Come here." Stoick said. Hiccup slowly let go of his knees and crawled to his dad, trying to delay the inevitable. He knew what was coming and had been dreading it.

In actuality, waiting for the spanking was worse than the spanking itself. A fact that worked in Stoick's favour; he liked to give himself time to calm down. He hated to punish Hiccup when he was angry. This also gave Hiccup time to consider what he had done and whether or not it was really worth it. Unfortunately, Stoick was often too busy to do this right.

Stoick sat Hiccup up on his knee after. He rubbed the boy's back as Hiccup sniffled into his shoulder, "You okay?" Stoick asked. Hiccup nodded as he fiddled with his father's beard. "Are you going to leave the hatchet alone?" Hiccup nodded again. "Good." There was silence apart from Hiccup's sniffling and the rain outside. "You know," Stoick took a deep breath, "You know I- that, I love you- right?" Hiccup nodded yet again and buried his face in Stoick's shoulder. For a while Stoick simply sat there with Hiccup, listening to the rain.

"Alright lad," Stoick said, "Let's make sure supper isn't boiling over." Stoick set Hiccup on his feet and got up. He took his son's hand and led him out of the bedroom. Quietly, Hiccup crossed the room and climbed into his chair. Without a word he watched his dad cut up some cabbage and add it to the pot. He had noticed the rope was still there but tried to ignore it.

"So what were you doing with the rope? Stoick asked. He cut up an onion for the stew.

"Trying to make thomething." Hiccup mumbled.

"Ah," Stoick said, "And what was it you wanted to show me?"

"I need the rope to show you and you thaid the rope'th not a toy."

"If an adult's helping you use can use it. I just don't want you playing with it by yourself." Stoick said as he wiped his hands on his tunic after putting the onion in the pot.

"You mean like you or Gobber?" Hiccup asked. He sat up in his chair.

"Maybe not Gobber, he needs an adult watching him most the time."

Hiccup smiled a bit at that. "I can show you." He got up, ran over to the rope and jumped at it. "Thee!" He said clinging to the rope as he swung back and forth. "I wath trying to make thomething tho thith ith eath- eath- easthier."

"I see," Stoick pulled Hiccup off the rope and put him on the ground. "Why are you doing this?"

"Cauthe it'th fun." Hiccup said looking up at his father like this was the most obvious answer.

"Of course it is." Stoick said. Of course swinging on an unsteady rope was fun. How could it not be fun? He could only break a bone, get a concussion, or, Thor forbid, get tangled in the rope while hanging there. "Not very safe though, is it?"

"But Dad, I'm trying to fixth that. Thee, I wath trying to thplit the log and then I wath going to tie it to the rope endth, and then I don't have to hang on." Hiccup said grinning up at his father. Stoick pushed the thought of Hiccup with the sharp hatchet aside.

"You need the log split?" Stoick asked. He liked having his son happy and wanted to keep that grin. He was getting used to the missing tooth.

"Yeah, I wath trying to earlier but it took a while to get the hatchet up to my room and it'th a lot harder than it lookth." Hiccup said. He looked anywhere but at his father as he said this; the spanking still stung. At least the boy understood about the hatchet.

"Here," Stoick pulled out the log and grabbed the hatchet. With a quick, easy swing he had the log split. He picked up one half and gave it to Hiccup. The boy had to wrap both arms around the log and it still seemed like it would topple him over.

"Really? We can try?" Hiccup asked. The look of pure glee on his face gave Stoick his answer.

"Yes, we can try. But I don't want you doing things like this alone. Deal?"

"Deal." Hiccup said trying to run to the rope while holding the split log. "We need to tie it on like thith." He struggled to hold the log up next to the ropes, "Thee? That'th why I tied the rope up thith way. Thith end tieth here and that one on that thide."

After trial and error they cut wedges in the wood to keep the ropes in their place. Hiccup wanted to try it standing on the wood but Stoick insisted he sat on it. Then Stoick insisted the log be shortened so Hiccup could hold both ropes. Finally it was ready.

"Dad can you push me? I can't make it go."

What could go wrong; Stoick was right here to catch the lad if he fell. He tugged the rope again, testing the strength, "Hold on." Stoick said. Hiccup took hold of the left rope. "Both hands." Hiccup took the other rope and Stoick gave him a small nudge.

"Dad." Hiccup whined, "More than that. I barely moved."

Stoick pulled it back and gave a gentle push, smiling at Hiccup's delighted laugh.

"It workth Dad! Can you push me higher?" Stoick obliged; it all seemed safe enough and it made Hiccup happy. After a while Hiccup was sitting on the swing as it slowly went back and forth trying to find a way to work it by himself. He had asked his dad if he wanted to try but Stoick had said no.

"Dad, what'th that thmell?" Hiccup asked. Stoick cursed under his breath, supper. He stopped the swing and took Hiccup off of it before checking the pot. Confused, Hiccup stepped over and ducked under Stoick's arm to peek at the stew. He scrunched up his nose, "You burned it. Again."

Stoick sighed, "It's not that bad."

The boy rolled his eyes, "That piethe ith black," He said pointing at a piece of - something, "Ith it thupoth- thu-. Should it be?"

Supressing a chuckle at Hiccup's speech problems Stoick ruffled his son's hair, "It's fine. It'll be good and soft. Let's see your tooth." He pushed Hiccup towards his chair and knelt down. Hiccup opened his mouth and flinched when Stoick touched it. It looked a bit inflamed. Sighing inwardly Stoick decided to put alcohol on it later and give the kid more broth than stew. He checked the cut on Hiccup's chin but it was healing fine. He had been right, it wouldn't leave a mark. Stoick brushed his finger on the scar Hiccup had had since he was six months. The image of the Nightmare taking off with his son flashed through Stoick's mind again. Pushing the thought aside Stoick stood up and got a couple of bowls for the stew.

Hiccup poked at the contents of his bowl when Stoick put it in front of him. "I don't like it."

Stoick really couldn't blame him, "Three bites." Tentatively, Hiccup took a small bite and made a face. "Swallow it." Stoick said before the kid spit it out. It was pretty bad. Stoick got up and took Hiccup's bowl then brought out what was left of Hiccup's midday meal. He put it in front of the boy. "Here. Eat all of it."

"You thaid three biteth." Hiccup whined.

"Three bites of the stew; you can eat all of this. Just soak the bread in the milk and you should be fine." Stoick went back to his own supper. He noticed Hiccup's eyes wandering over to the swing. "Finish your supper first and then you can play." Stoick said. Hiccup began picking at his bread.

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks for all your support and the reviews :) I'd also like to thank CB for editing and revision help and my sister, Kinkipdip, for checking characterization for some chpsscenes.**

**Speaking of which please tell me what you thought of Stoick in this cause I was a little worried about him being ooc; especially in the spanking scene. Interesting note about a detail in that scene: my dad was a redhead and the angrier he got (which was rare, he was pretty easygoing) the redder he got. It was a good indicator of how much trouble we were in.**

**Hopelessromantic4life: Yeah, Snotlout always seemed like the cowardly tough guy to me and not overly vicious. I don't think he ever would purposely hurt Hiccup but would freak out if he did. I certainly knew kids like that when I was growing up. He's a hidden softy :)**

**Guest 1: Wouldn't you like to know ;)**

**Mypettailor1: Thank you :) I really tried to keep them all in character which is a bit tricky when aging down characters but I really had fun with Snotlout. And Hiccup's chatter, I was like that as a kid so it was easy to do and I figured this is where the root of never listening could come from. It just seems like the rift between Stoick and Hiccup in the movie was recent, like a result of Hiccup becoming a teenager and Stoick just not knowing how to deal with that. Hiccup's simply too well adjusted to have had a terrible childhood. I do plan on having Hiccup grow up in this story but sadly for now that is all I can say on that without spoilers. I do, However, like the idea of Stoick and Gobber reminiscing about Hiccup growing up. Maybe I can bring in some baby Hiccup for that cause the idea of Stoick dealing with a toddler in diapers amuses me. I do have another story I'm working on that covers that though... **

**Guests 2 and 3: I plan on updating every Wednesday. I've posted a schedule and most of that stuff is written, not necessarily revised and edited but written. The schedule is mostly for me to keep to or else I'd post what I had and then get ahead of myself, this way I don't hurry the writing process. And chp 10 is by no means the last chp, just a break in the story for a bit. **


	4. Nightmare

That night the Nightmare settled in the woods, the sound of her landing covered by the rain. He had wanted to come but she didn't think that wise. The Viking nest was silent in this weather and they weren't the most observant bunch, anyway, but she was fairly certain he would blow their cover. The rain lightened up sometime after sundown and when the rain subsided completely, the Nightmare crept out of the trees. She was safe in the darkness, the rain had stopped but there were still clouds blocking the moon and she was able to sneak up to her hatchling's nest.

She had seen smoke coming from all the nests since she got here and was curious. The Nightmare smelt the back of the nest taking in the scent of wood, smoke, the Viking, and her hatchling. Little sounds came from inside, picked up by her keen ears; a fire crackling and quiet moving around. They kept fire in their nests; she could hear it as well as smell it. Weak little things indeed; they didn't even have internal fire. Keeping low to the ground, the Nightmare carefully crawled around the side as she listened for her hatchling; springs of grass tickled her belly. It was late; he probably slept and was so small she couldn't make out the sound of him breathing. She settled her great bulk next to the structure and let sleep overtake her.

* * *

><p>They were coming for him; he could hear them calling, getting closer and he held his breath. Willing his heart beat quieter Hiccup tightened his hold on the branch. The air around him grew colder and the smell of frost and snow grew, it was a sharp cold that burned his lungs. His breath was visible when he did breathe and they might see it.<p>

"Hic-cup." They cooed, "Hic-cup. Where are you little Hiccup? Come on out now," There were two of them; big, ugly giants with large crooked noses and canine teeth so long they stuck out of their mouths. They looked like big, dumb brutes. But Gobber said they were not as dumb as they appeared. The ground shook as they stomped around searching for him; uprooting trees and overturning boulders, the soil raining down sounding like small waves on the shore. Everything they touched became covered in frost and the air chilled around them, puffing out with their breath. Sniffing at the air they called for him as they stomped through the trees. Hiccup's branch shook with each step as they came nearer and he shrunk into himself more. One of them stopped sniffing right below Hiccup and inhaled deeply. He slowly lifted his eyes and grinned, showing all his teeth, "There you are." Frantically, Hiccup tried to think of something or somewhere to go but he was stuck in the tree. The Frost Giant stretched out his hand, "Just a little morsel, aren't you?"

A large thud from outside woke him. For a moment he thought he was still dreaming and waited for his heart to stop racing. His missing tooth was throbbing in time with his heartbeat. The room was cool but not as cold as his dream had been; he couldn't see his breath. It didn't smell like snow either, it smelt like pine, like home. Hiccup stared at the ceiling and tried to make out the grains and knots in the wood to calm himself down. His dad was snoring in his own bed on the other side of the small room and Hiccup concentrated on that. It was just a dream that was all, just a dream. There was another thump and the outside wall creaked as if something big had hit it. Hiccup almost fell out of bed in his rush to get up and to his father.

"Dad!" He whispered too quiet to be heard. Shaking his father's shoulder he tried again, "Dad!" Finally, his father shifted,

"Hiccup? What's it?"

"Dad a frotht giant'th outthide the houthe!" Hiccup was near panic now. Frost giants were huge and nasty; the ones from his dream were fresh in his mind. Gobber said some liked to eat people; especially little boys. Instead of hurrying out of bed and grabbing his helmet, Stoick simply mumbled,

"It was a dream, Hiccup. Go back to bed." He turned over.

Hiccup shook his father, "I wathn't thleeping, Dad. There really ith a giant outthide." Stoick sighed and rolled over again. Opening his eyes he looked into Hiccup's wide frightened ones.

"Do you want to sleep here?" It was the easy, quick solution. Stoick only used it when Hiccup seemed too frightened to be sent back to bed easily. Or when the Chief was too tired to deal with being woken in the night for non-urgent matters. He probably used it too often come to think of it.

Hiccup shook his head, "Dad there'th a giant." Stoick groaned. Where was this coming from?

"Gobber thaid they live up North but thometimeth roam down. They eat people, Dad."

Gobber. Stoick should have known. Sitting up he pulled Hiccup onto the bed. "It's just a story, son. Gobber's been telling you tales again. Let's go back to sleep."

"But Dad,"

"No buts Hiccup. It's late, go to sleep."

"Dad,"

Stoick ignored him and lay back down, forcing Hiccup to as well, and pulled the blanket up, "Sleep."

"Dad, I heard it. There wath a thud and the wall creaked." Hiccup pointed at the wall in question.

"For the last time, Hiccup, go to sleep." Stoick said with his eyes closed. Hiccup turned so his back was to his dad and watched the wall, keeping an eye on the window for any stray shadows. His father was snoring again and Hiccup's eyes were getting heavier. The warmth of his dad at his back was comforting; Stoick the Vast was big and strong. He could take on a giant. Hiccup turned back to his father and cuddled up to him; he was safe here. Hiccup drifted off to sleep forgetting about the frost giant.

Outside, the Nightmare shifted again, this time she avoided hitting the wall of the nest and possibly waking up her little one. She should probably go back to the woods but she wanted to be near her hatchling for the night. No one came this far toward the woods anyway. She had paid attention to that while watching the nest. The other Vikings gave her little one's nest a wide berth. Not out of fear or distaste, it was respect for the Viking. She gathered that he was the alpha of the nest from his interactions with others, which could be problematic. Stealing a hatchling was one thing, stealing an alpha's hatchling was another. She would take her chances though, when the time was right.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The frost giants described here are a mixture of Gobber's stories and Hiccup's imagination. Most frost giants from Norse mythology were more people-like and even attractive. They opposed the gods at times but didn't eat people; they were quite civil for the most part. And they didn't bring cold with them, that's purely from Hiccup's imagination, to him FROST giant = cold.**

**Thank you for the lovely reviews :) About the spanking scene: Stoick is very gentle about punishing Hiccup and lets him off with a lot. The other adults probably think he doesn't punish Hiccup enough. The dragon has her own methods of punishment and would most likely agree with Stoick in this case. Hiccup was using a sharp hatchet that is too heavy for him, which was dangerous. He is being spanked so he will think twice before doing something like that again. My friend pointed out that spankings are "supposed to be uncomfy for both the child and the adult; if either get used to it there is no point."**

**Special thank you to CB for editing and helping when I get stuck :)**


	5. Bedtime

Four days of heavy rain passed. Stoick spent them overseeing the building of short walls along intervals in the slopes of Berk. To ensure that there were no mud slides in the village. The paths were knee deep troughs of mud, and flooding was an issue between the village and the pastures. No chance of moving the herds. Not that they could have in the rain anyway, simply getting to the pasture would be difficult let alone getting the herds back. They'd have to swim through the mud if it was tried and that was a good way to loose livestock. So, Stoick's time was used to ensure the rain was only an inconvenience, not a disaster, and the village was holding up fine. Stoick's house, however, was not doing so well.

For four whole days Hiccup was stuck inside. Alone and bored he managed to get into all sorts of things. Anything sharp was left alone thanks to the recent spanking but somehow the kid knocked down a shelf of dishes and a whole cabinet. When Stoick opened the door that night he had seen the mess on the floor, the cups and dishes neatly stacked against a wall, and Hiccup standing up straight with his hands behind his back looking scared. It was to the kid's credit that he hadn't hidden when Stoick came home, showed courage. Hiccup apologized over and over, but Stoick ignored that and checked his son for injury before inspecting the damage to the house. Nothing was ruined but there was a new dent in the floor and one of the cabinet doors had to be reattached when Stoick found the time. Stoick set the shelf against the wall to be put up later, picked the cabinet up, and told Hiccup to eat his supper then go to bed. The next day when Stoick came home the shields were all taken down for Thor knows what reason and Hiccup had burned his finger trying to cook something. Even though he wasn't allowed near the fire when he was home alone. With Hiccup's sore gum inflamed, however, Stoick didn't dare let him out for the evening meal at the Great Hall for fear of infection. Instead, he brought dinner home after his failed attempt at cooking.

All Hiccup understood was that he was bored and not allowed out in the rain even to go to supper. Something about gum infections and rain and getting sick. Hiccup hadn't slept well since the frost giant scare and his missing tooth hurt, keeping him up at night. He insisted it was better; he hated when his dad checked it. So, Hiccup was tired and bored and cranky and pretending he wasn't tired and bored and cranky. He figured out how to use the swing by himself but wasn't allowed to go very high. His father's face had gone red when he came home at midday to find Hiccup half way up the rope so the boy knew better than to try climbing it again. He really didn't want another spanking.

He took all the shields down to inspect them; his dad had mentioned that some of them were three hundred years old and Hiccup wanted to see if there had been improvements in their designs. That only took up so much time. His dad had taken all the shields and put them back with instructions to leave them be when he got home that night. For his next project Hiccup lugged his chair, and all the spare chairs, up to his room to build a fort. His father's chair was too big and heavy; Hiccup only managed to drag it across the floor and onto the landing, but left it there, half on the first step. He took the blankets from their beds too. It was a pretty good fort but Stoick refused to let Hiccup sleep in it despite all his whining, pleading, and pouting. Something about not being allowed to sleep in the loft and needing household items before supper.

The Nightmare had had a miserable four days as well. She resigned herself to being wet as she watched her hatchling's nest. Not being able to see him, however, was not something that was tolerable. She went back to the place where the Viking and her hatchling had camped and uprooted several trees in frustration. She then noticed their fire pit. She would need to have one in her nest for the little one. She had been focussing on watching and learning about her hatchling and forgotten about getting her nest ready for him. So she decided to dig a pit in her cave and make other preparations as well as watch and learn. There wasn't much she could do in this weather though and her hatchling hadn't set foot outside his nest since he had been at the wood pile. His sire had been out several times, but not her hatchling. Whenever the Viking left she kept a careful eye on the wooden nest. She couldn't believe how often he left the little one alone. Mostly, though, she missed seeing her hatchling.

Other Vikings were out and about, they moved quickly from place to place, but they were still out. Not hatchlings however. Sometimes at the end of the day the little ones would go to the large cave with their parents. That always made the Nightmare grumble; none of them were left alone. She followed a family one day to check out the large cave. She was limited to smell as she couldn't leave the protection of the trees. It reeked of wet wood, smoke, and food; burned food. So Vikings really did flame their food before they ate it. They ate fish and various other meats based on the smell. A lot of the food she couldn't figure out; it smelt weird. For the most part, though, she knew what to feed the hatchling. She probably shouldn't collect food until she knew when she would take the little one to ensure that it didn't go bad.

* * *

><p>The fourth night of rain was a quiet one at the Haddock house. After supper Hiccup sat at the table with paper and charcoal. Resting his head on his right arm he traced over his sketch with his left hand. Stoick had given him a proper pen for his lost tooth, one that used ink, and promised him a jar of ink when he lost the next one. Until then he was using charcoal.<p>

Stoick put the last of the dishes away and glanced outside. It was dark, well darker. Night dark rather than rain cloud dark; bedtime. Stoick hated bedtime; it was a thorn in his side. The fire crackled behind him and he grabbed another log to put on it, noticing Hiccup sitting at the table falling asleep. The boy had charcoal on his hands and must've rubbed his eyes. Sparks flew up when Stoick dropped the log on the fire.

"Hiccup, time for bed." Stoick filled a bowl with water from the water barrel and grabbed a cloth.

"I'm not tired." Hiccup said without looking up. Lifting the charcoal out of Hiccup's hand Stoick took a quiet breath and set it on the table.

"It's still time for bed. I'm not having another fight about this." Stoick rubbed charcoal off his son's cheek. He rinsed the cloth and wiped Hiccup's face again, getting rid of the black smudges. "Give me your hands."

"I can do it mythelf." Hiccup said. Stoick took Hiccup's right hand, wiped it then reached for the left. Hiccup sat up and pulled it away, "I thaid I can do it. And I'm not tired. I don't want to go to bed."

"Hiccup Horrendous you watch your tone. You are going to bed and I don't want to hear another word about it." Stoick took Hiccup's left hand and washed the charcoal smudges off, making sure to get between his fingers. "Now let me see your mouth."

Hiccup sat back in his chair, crossed his arms, and pouted. "No."

What had gotten into this kid? "Do you want to repeat that?"

"Not really." Hiccup mumbled.

Stoick would let that slide. "Let me see your mouth." Hiccup shook his head, but his lip was trembling. "Hiccup."

"It hurth when you look at it." Hiccup said looking at his hands. Ah. Stoick decided to take a gentler approach.

"I know Hiccup, but I need to make sure it isn't infected. Have you been leaving it alone?"

Hiccup sniffed, "It feelth weird and eating hurth."

Stoick sighed, "You need to leave it alone."

"You look at it."

"Only to make sure it isn't infected. It came out before it was ready. You need to let me see it, then leave it alone."

There was a moment of silence but Hiccup finally opened his mouth. Stoick tried to be gentle but Hiccup winced and leaned back anyway. It was still inflamed but it seemed to have gone down a bit. "Alright, you go on to bed and I'll be in in a moment."

"I told you, I'm not tired." Hiccup said, but he sounded tired. Stoick stood up and pulled Hiccup out of the chair and to his feet.

"Just get in bed and lay down for a little while. If you can't sleep you can come back out."

Hiccup nodded and went off to bed while Stoick poured a bit of ale in a mug. He opened the ice box and chipped some pieces off to wrap in a rag. There was a thud from the bedroom. Stoick put the rag in the ale to soak as he heard another thud. Something had hit the wall. He pinched the bridge of his nose and took a deep breath. The white sheet of paper on the table caught his eye. A Monstrous Nightmare all aflame with massive fangs was messily depicted. All the annoyance and anger left. He went to the bedroom.

"Hiccup?" Stoick kicked something and looked down. Hiccup's boots were on the floor next to the wall, obviously thrown. Hiccup himself was curled up in a ball with his blanket pulled up over his head. "Hiccup?" The blanket was pulled tighter. Stoick put the cup down on the night table and sat on the side of the bed.

"I'm not tired." The defiance was back. Stoick pulled the blanket off his son.

"This will help your tooth." Stoick said. He pulled the rag out of the ale and pinched the excess liquid back into the cup. He offered the rag to Hiccup.

"I don't want it." Hiccup said curling into a smaller ball, "I don't like ale. It's gross."

"I didn't ask if you wanted it or liked it. Take it Hiccup." Stoick said sternly. Hiccup uncurled a little, took it, and turned it in his hands.

"It'th cold." He said.

"There's ice in there. Put it in your mouth." Finally Hiccup gave in. Pleased with Hiccup's obedience Stoick pulled the blanket back up and tucked the boy in. He didn't leave right away. He had no meetings tonight and so he could stay. It was the first night since the weather turned that he was able to.

"Don' you have da go?" Hiccup asked.

"Not tonight." Stoick said combing Hiccup's hair with his fingers. He subtly checked for a fever. The inflammation had him worried and Hiccup seemed a bit flushed. There was no fever, though; the boy was probably just cranky from boredom and lack of sleep. Hiccup didn't say anything else; just shifted so he was closer to Stoick. Taking his hand from his son's head Stoick started rubbing slow circles on the boy's chest, watching Hiccup's eyes drift closed. Stoick missed this; this simplicity. Why did children have to grow up? Was it supposed to be so fast? He stayed for a while after Hiccup fell asleep still rubbing circles on the lad's chest.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare had a pit dug in her cave, and pulled in some trees, but she knew that wet things didn't light. It was best to let those ones dry and wait for the rain to let up before she collected any more. He was very confused when he saw the hole and the trees but let her be. Her hatchling's fur covering was carefully placed to the side; he was used to the smell now so she didn't think there would be any issues when the little one was brought home. There was not much else she could do in the rain. When it stopped and things dried she would get moss and leaves to make a bed for the hatchling, like the one she had made for her lost hatchlings.<p>

There was also the matter of _how_ she was going to take the hatchling to consider. Daylight was out; the Vikings would drive her away, possibly before she could get him. There was a chance that the hatchling would be outside again where she could snatch him but without a distraction she would be noticeable and hunted; the alpha would ensure that she was. Unless his nest was in distress. As alpha he had to take care of all the Vikings in the nest and she might have time to get the little one away if his attention was divided. The weather was turning; when the rain ceased the raids for the Queen would start. If the Nightmare timed it right the Viking might not even notice that his hatchling was gone until nightfall, and he wouldn't know what had happened. He would possibly assume the hatchling got lost in the raid and never bother looking; dragons had taken Vikings from time to time. It would serve him right for leaving the hatchling alone so much. He didn't deserve a young one. The Nightmare had never been so careless with her hatchlings; she hadn't deserved to lose them. This was fair turn around. The hatchling deserved better care from a good parent, she deserved a hatchling, and the Viking deserved nothing. She could do this guilt free.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Vikings really did pay their children for their baby teeth. They believed milk teeth gave protection and would wear them around their necks. As Berk has never mentioned money I went with the old fashioned trade system: the first teeth to be lost, the front four would be worth the most. Hiccup's already lost his bottom two, they're usually the first to go, and got the fur vest for them both.**

** Thank you for the reviews, they encourage me to keep going. **

**Hopelessromatinc4life: Your welcome, I love mythology too and am currently learning more Norse Mythology. You might be interested in the story Hiccup was talking about in chapter two. It is a story from the Volsung Saga. Hiccup mixes stuff up, leaves things out, and such but that's because it's an eight-year-old's retelling. The real story, not Hiccup's jumbled one, is really good and kinda messed up; it's similar to classical myths but with a different feel.**

**As always, special thanks to CB for editing :)**


	6. Vikings and Dragons

Hiccup woke up to silence. His dad's bed was empty which meant he was in the main room and explained some of the quiet, no snoring. The silence was odd, though, something seemed different about it, quieter even. Dawn light drifted lazily in through the high bedroom window. Watching the shadows cast by the light Hiccup realized what was different. The rain had stopped. He leapt out of bed and ran into the main room, tripping on his loose socks.

Stoick looked up from his tea to see his son sprawled on the floor. "Hiccup, what have I told you about running in the house?" It was an afterthought at this point; Stoick had mostly given up on that rule.

"Don't." Hiccup said as he got up. "Dad, can we go to the Great Hall for breakfatht? Pleathe? The rain thtopped."

"I don't know, Hiccup." Stoick said. There was a lot of mud out there.

"Pleathe? It'th been four dayth!" Hiccup leaned on his dad's arm, "I wanna get out."

Stoick considered it. Hiccup had been good enough since the hatchet incident. And four days was a long time for a kid. Other families would be there too; what message would it send if the Chief and his heir didn't leave the house for breakfast like everyone else? Besides, Stoick hadn't started breakfast yet. "Alright,"

"Yeth!" Hiccup threw his hands in the air, "Thank you, thank you!" He was jumping around Stoick's chair and slipped on his socks again, but his father caught him.

"You stay out of the mud on the way there and back. And this doesn't mean you can play outside today. Am I clear?"

"Perfectly." Hiccup said. He ran to get his boots. He had them on and was at the door before he noticed that his father hadn't moved, "Come _on_ Dad."

"Let me finish my tea first, Hiccup." Stoick said from his seat at the table.

"But there'th tea there." Hiccup whined heading back to his father, "Why can't we go now?"

"Do you want to stay here?" Stoick asked him.

"No thir." Hiccup stood properly with his hands behind his back and his head bowed.

"Then sit down and be patient." Stoick said. Hiccup climbed into his chair with a quiet huff. He tried to be good and quiet but he was kicking his feet back and forth too quickly, causing the chair to scrape on the floor. It gave away his impatience. Stoick decided to be happy with what he got. Standing up he said, "Okay. Let's go."

Outside the Nightmare was in a good mood. The sun felt good on her scales. She spread her wings so they could dry out. She let out a contented sigh and settled in for a little cat nap. She heard the opening in the wooden cave creaking. Drowsiness gone, she lifted her head and saw the Viking leave the nest with her hatchling. They were headed for the big cave that smelled like smoke and food. Cautiously the Nightmare kept to the trees and followed. Her size forced her to crawl, a slow process and branches continually whacked her face and threatened to tear at her wings. Fortunately the Viking was going slow too. He was taking his time, avoiding the puddles and mud. Another point to remember: keep the hatchling dry and out of mud. He was hopping along next to his sire who was holding his hand. The little one kept up a constant stream of chatter that the Viking ignored. The Nightmare rumbled in amusement. They eventually reached the large cave and disappeared inside; leaving the Nightmare alone in the trees.

* * *

><p>Breakfast at the Great Hall was uneventful; the normal process of keeping Hiccup in his seat and eating his meal. The Great Hall had many distractions that made eating too boring for the boy after being cooped up and alone in his house for days. It was easier with Gobber there to help; especially when Stoick had people talking to him. After breakfast Stoick had a meeting and Hiccup was left to his own devices with the instruction that he was not to play outside. The other kids had come with their families for breakfast and they now started up a game of tag. A rough shove by Ruffnut sent her twin into a bench that was knocked into a table which caused a jug of milk to topple spilling the contents everywhere. The game was stopped and the kids were told to play somewhere else, but not outside. They may be Vikings but none of the parents wanted to deal with muddy children.<p>

"So where do we go then?" Tuffnut asked rubbing his sore leg that had hit the bench. The kids stood around near the door after being shooed there by Fishlegs' mother.

"Oh oh, my mom baked cookies last night. We could go to my place." Fishlegs said, jumping and raising his hand. The others rolled their eyes. Fishlegs' house was too neat and they weren't allowed to mess anything up.

Snotlout wanted to convince them to go to his place but he still felt guilty about pushing Hiccup. He could see the bruise on his cousin's chin, evidence of what he'd done. Plus, he was kind of worried Hiccup would tell on him. So he decided to throw his little cousin a bone. "Why don't we go to Hiccup's? He lives in the biggest house and we know his dad won't be there." Everyone stared at him; Snotlout was never openly nice to Hiccup. Holding his hands up Snotlout said, "What?"

"You want to go to my houthe?" Hiccup asked his eyes wide. He sometimes wasn't even invited to play with the others, they had never wanted to go to Hiccup's house and he had given up on that possibility.

Snotlout shrugged, "Sure, we can play all day without any adults telling us what to do."

Everyone turned to Hiccup and he fidgeted under the attention, "My dad doeth come home around midday to eat."

"But you still get the house to yourself for most of the day, right?" Astrid asked. Hiccup nodded.

"Hiccup's it is!" Ruffnut shouted. No adult supervision was exciting. Think about all they could get up to if no one was there to say no. They left the Hall in a rush and cut across the hill to Hiccup's.

The Nightmare saw the group of hatchlings leave the cave. They were rowdy as they went down the stairs. A little too rowdy the Nightmare thought; her hatchling was quite small. One of the other hatchlings made sure hers wasn't shoved though, and that pacified her. She was certain the other hatchlings didn't notice, including hers. It was subtly done. They were more subdued the rest of the way, cautiously avoiding the mud. Her little one was less careful about that and had somewhat muddy feet when they arrived at his nest. It was a nice day and for the life of her the Nightmare didn't understand why they didn't stay out in the sun. She guessed it had something to do with Viking's strange aversion to mud. Or maybe the sun was harmful too. That would be something to find out.

* * *

><p>Hiccup insisted they avoid the mud, he said that his dad would lose it if they got mud everywhere. The kids were afraid enough of the Chief to skirt around every drop of mud they saw; even the twins. They crowded into the doorway of Hiccup's house, pushing through in a noisy heap.<p>

"Yeth, Fishlegth, I'll make sure Dad knowth only my bootth were muddy." Hiccup was saying.

"I'm not worried or anything. He's just, you know, the Chief, and really big. And kind of, you know. Scary." Fishlegs said. The others tried to act like they were braver but they all checked their feet for mud. Hiccup rolled his eyes as he took off his muddy boots,

"He'th not that thcary."

Tuffnut opened his mouth to retort but was cut off by Astrid,

"What is that?" She was pointing at Hiccup's swing. Everyone stared at it; no one knew what to say.

"That'th my thwing. Dad and I built it." Hiccup said proudly.

"What's a swing?" Fishlegs asked at the same time Ruffnut asked, "What's it for?"

"I'll show you." Hiccup said excitedly. He sat on the swing and got it going. "You can make it go high. But Dad thayth it can't go higher than the fifth thtep or he'll take it down." The others watched dumbfounded for a moment.

"Well that's stupid," Tuffnut said. No one was sure if he meant the rule or the swing. "Can we go upstairs? What's up there?"

Hiccup slowed the swing, "My room." He said watching the ground and waiting for the swing to stop.

"Cool! Let's go." Ruffnut said. The twins ran upstairs pushing each other. They were followed by the others, Hiccup last of all. It was exciting that they were over at his house but he wasn't sure if he really wanted them here. They were rather chaotic.

"This is your room?" Ruffnut asked. The kids looked around at the mess of drawings on his desk and floor, and various toy weapons strewn about mixed in with the odd rock or piece of driftwood.

"Dude, where's your bed?" Tuffnut asked, "Does your dad make you sleep on the floor?"

"I heard the Chief was strict but that seems just a little, you know, mean?" Fishlegs said.

"I don't thleep on the floor. My bed'th downthtairth. I'm not allowed to thleep in the loft yet." Hiccup said. He was trying to clean up his drawings and put them in a pile. He didn't want them stepped on or ruined. Snotlout scoffed but didn't say anything. He was still trying to be nice to Hiccup.

"You aren't allowed to sleep in your own room?" Astrid asked. The other kids looked at Hiccup inquisitively.

"Not _yet_." Hiccup stressed, "Dad thayth it ithn't thafe here in a dragon raid." The twins were laughing outright now and it was all Snotlout could do to not join in with them.

"We sleep upstairs in our house." Ruffnut said, "But of course the wittle baby sleeps downstairs with his daddy." She said pinching Hiccup's cheek.

"Knock it off!" He said pushing her hand away and stepping back, "I'm not a baby."

"Of course you aren't a baby," Tuffnut said. He wrapped an arm around Hiccup's shoulders.

"Thank you." Hiccup said before Tuffnut continued,

"It's just not 'thafe' up here." He cackled and the others joined in. Hiccup pushed Tuffnut off and crossed his arms.

"It'th not funny guys. You all lithped when you lotht your teeth."

"Yeah, but you're the one 'lithping' now." Ruffnut said.

"Knock it off guys," Astrid said, "We came here to play a game not pick on Hiccup." Fishlegs nodded enthusiastically from where he stood inspecting the papers on the desk.

"What do you want to do?" Hiccup asked.

"We could play hide 'n' seek." Fishlegs suggested.

Snotlout barked out a laugh, "And where would we hide?" He held his hands out gesturing at the mostly empty room.

Hiccup opened his mouth to say there were lots of places to hide but decided against it. He didn't want to be made fun of for having hiding places during dragon raids.

"For the Chief he doesn't have a lot of stuff." Tuffnut said. He was leaning over the railing looking at the room below.

"Why do we need a lot of thtuff?" Hiccup asked.

"Duh, cause your Dad's the Chief." Snotlout said as he waved around a toy sword.

"Tho? He'th barely home anyway." Hiccup noticed Tuffnut kneeling next to the railing, "Tuff we can't play with the rope." Tuffnut stood up from where he had been testing how secure it was.

"But it's about status," Fishlegs said. He was looking at all the paper in the room. That showed status; paper wasn't cheap.

"We don't need more thtuff. What would we do with it?"

"Use it to hide when we play hide 'n' seek. Keep up Hiccup." Tuffnut said.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "Cauthe that happenth all the time."

"Can we just pick another game?" Astrid said, "Or I'm going home." She was never one to stand around and there wasn't a lot of stuff to investigate here while the others stood around. She had thought the Chief's house would be more interesting.

"We could play Vikingth and dragonth." Hiccup said.

"That works." Said Astrid as she picked up a wooden axe off the floor.

"Who's on what side?" Fishlegs asked.

"I am a Viking." Astrid declared. No one was willing to say otherwise.

"Everyone else can draw straws," Fishlegs said.

"Wait, wait." Snotlout interrupted, "How will we know who's won?"

"Duh, the Vikings always win." Tuff said. They had all gone to the centre of the room to decide who was on what team.

"But what determines _when_ they've won?" Snotlout said pointing the toy sword at Tuffnut.

"Vikingth have to defend the village, they do that and they've won." Hiccup said with a shrug.

Ruffnut snorted, "More like the wilderness. There isn't enough stuff here for it to be a village." They looked around and nodded. Hiccup rolled his eyes and crossed his arms,

"We have enough thtuff, we don't need any more." He was getting annoyed, he thought having them at his house would mean they didn't pick on him.

"What if the Vikings have to protect something?" Fishlegs said trying to calm the tension.

"Like a damsel in distress? Sure." Snotlout laughed, "Who will it be?" The boys glanced over at Astrid and Ruffnut. The murderous glares they received made sure that suggestion was not made.

"I think it should be Hiccup." Tuffnut said. Ruffnut and Snotlout nodded.

"What! Why?" Hiccup shouted.

"Cause you're the wittle baby." Ruffnut said, "You need to be protected from the big bad dragons." She reached to pinch his cheek again but he stepped back.

"I do not." Hiccup said.

"All in favour of Hiccup being protected?" Snotlout asked. The twins and Snotlout all raised their hands. Fishlegs nervously raised his. Astrid rolled her eyes.

"Can't we uthe a toy for a sheep or thomething?" Hiccup asked.

"No." Ruffnut said with a smirk.

"It'th my houthe." Hiccup stomped his foot.

"No it's not. It's the Chief's house." Snotlout said with a grin. He forgot about making it up to Hiccup, this was more fun.

"But I live here." Hiccup said throwing his hands out.

"Still not your house." Ruffnut said with a grin.

"If we don't settle this now I'm going home." Astrid said. She was twirling the axe around. She seemed to be considering whether to use it on someone or not.

"See Hiccup? Just be the baby." Ruffnut said.

"Then the teamth won't be even." Hiccup tried.

"Um, actually," Began Fishlegs holding his finger up, "The dragons always outnumber the Vikings."

"Thith ith thtupid." Hiccup said. He crossed his arms and sat on the floor.

"I'm sorry, what was that, baby?" Ruffnut asked sweetly. Hiccup huffed but refused to answer. "So, girls versus boys?" She said.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa." Snotlout raised both hands, almost forgetting about the toy sword he held, "Why do you get to be the Vikings?" Astrid raised her eyebrows in a challenge.

"Because we're better than you." Ruffnut said.

"No you aren't." Tuffnut put in, "You have cooties." Ruff went to punch him but Astrid levelled the toy axe at Tuffnut's neck first.

"We're Vikings and you are dragons. Got it?" Tuffnut's eyes went wide and he nodded, aware of the danger he was in. "And you," She pointed the axe at Hiccup, "Are going to be the damsel in distress, or baby, or whatever. Got it?" Hiccup nodded silently. Nobody disagreed with Astrid. "Good. Get your weapon Ruff."

"Wait a minute," Fishlegs said, "What do we get if you have weapons?" He didn't like his odds. All the kids stopped and considered the room. In the winter the 'dragons' threw snowballs for 'fire.' They had never played the game inside before.

"What about crumpling up paper and throwing that?" Ruffnut said.

"No!" Hiccup stood up, "You can't uthe my paper." For a moment everyone remembered that Hiccup was in fact the son of the Chief. The resemblance was noticeable.

"Alright, fine, sheesh." Snotlout said holding his hands up after a moment.

"Why don't you use toy swords?" Astrid sighed, "You know, like claws."

"Sounds good." Tuffnut said with a wicked grin. He picked up a sword.

"What do I do?" Hiccup asked. The other kids had picked up weapons and were testing them out.

"You just look cute and let us protect you like a good little baby." Ruffnut told him. She reached over and ruffled his hair.

"I am not a baby." Hiccup said. He was getting more frustrated with them, it was his house did they have to pick on him here?

"Can we just play already?" Snotlout said. He ducked as Astrid swung her axe at his head; officially starting the game. The kids started running around swinging their toy weapons; the 'dragons' shouting and roaring as they attacked the Vikings who shouted out war cries. Hiccup mostly tried to stay out of the way; partly because Ruffnut almost hit him in the head with her axe and partly because the other boys kept grabbing at him. It was noisy, chaotic movement all around and Hiccup couldn't keep track of everybody. He nearly jumped out of his skin when he was grabbed from behind.

"I got the baby!" Tuffnut shouted. He had both arms wrapped around the smaller boy, pinning his arms to his sides. Tuffnut lifted Hiccup off his feet and started to lug him over to the dragon side of the loft.

"Let go." Hiccup yelled, kicking his feet in an effort to get Tuffnut to drop him.

Snotlout laughed, "We won! We stole the damsel." He ducked again as Astrid almost got his head. "Whoa! Watch the where you swing that thing."

"I am not a damsel!" Hiccup shouted over his cousin. His foot made contact with Tuffnut's shin and the older boy squeezed tighter in an attempt to get him to stop.

"He's our baby not a damsel." Ruffnut said as she took on Snotlout.

"You haven't won anyway, we can rescue him." Astrid declared as she rushed at Tuffnut, knocking Fishlegs out of the way. Snotlout ducked out of his fight with Ruffnut to cut Astrid off as she made her way towards Tuffnut.

"Not if we get him to the nest and eat him first." Snotlout yelled. Tuffnut had Hiccup on the other side of the room now and dropped him in the corner. "Come on Fishlegs, you get over here so we can 'eat' him and we've won." Snotlout said as he fought off Astrid with Tuffnut's help. Hiccup was behind them in the corner, trapped. Ruffnut tackled Fishlegs when he got up from where Astrid had pushed him.

"Dragons never win." She said.

"Ow, ow, ow, get off!" Fishlegs cried. All of a sudden Snotlout fell down.

"Ow! Hiccup." He turned on his cousin who sat in the corner with a wooden hammer. He had hit the back of Snotlout's knees, "You can't use weapons."

"Can too. I jutht did and I'll do it again." Hiccup swung his hammer at Snotlout but it was blocked, "Thee."

"You're ruining the game, Useless." Tuffnut said.

"Am not. I'm helping my team." Hiccup stood up to better defend himself against Snotlout's attacks. However, Astrid pulled Snotlout back and threw him to the ground. Thinking he was safe Hiccup let his guard down but Astrid stomped on his foot, hard, and grabbed the hammer in his hands. However, Stoick had taught Hiccup to keep a hold of his weapon and the result of the brief struggle was the wooden hammer smacking Hiccup in the face. Astrid huffed in frustration, letting go of his hammer.

"We do not need your help." She enunciated each word as Hiccup held his swelling lip. "So play properly and drop that hammer!" She then grabbed Hiccup's arm and pulled him back to the Viking side of the room. All of the children were silent. The wrath of Astrid was to be feared. She could almost get as scary as the Chief himself. The sound of the front door opening broke the silence.

"Hiccup." The Chief called. Astrid let go of Hiccup's arm and stepped away from him. The kids shared nervous glances. Astrid went pale, she wasn't scared of Hiccup one bit but everyone in the village knew how protective the Chief was of his son and Hiccup's lip was swollen in a condemning way.

"You're so dead." Ruffnut mouthed to her.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "Yeah Dad?"

"You know what. Come downstairs when I call you." Stoick said. He had had a stressful morning. The flooding was still preventing them from moving the herds closer to the village and if this weather continued the dragons would get here first. The herds would be easy pickings. He looked up from the cold box as all the kids trooped downstairs. "So this is where you were. Your parents are looking for you. Best get home now." He really was unsure of which kids belonged to which parents, with the exception of his nephew, and was not used to seeing them in his house.

"Yes sir." They all chorused. None of them dared look him in the eye. Not even Astrid was that brave. They hurried out. Stoick shook his head and went back to getting Hiccup's midday meal. He would rather not bother with eating during the day but Stoick knew Hiccup needed to. Growing boy and all that. He had gotten the lecture from the other children's mothers a while ago. Hiccup sat at the table after the others had gone.

"Dad?"

Stoick didn't look up as he determined whether the milk had gone bad. "Yeah?"

"Can we move my bed to the loft?"

"You know the answer to that." The milk was fine. Stoick poured some into a mug and got out the bread.

"But the twinth thleep in the loft of their houthe." Hiccup whined. Stoick hated it when he whined.

"Are you either of the twins?" He asked as he cut the bread.

"No."

"There's your answer." Stoick turned to give Hiccup his meal and saw the boy's swollen lip for the first time. "What happened?" He asked, not really surprised. He put the food down and checked the swelling.

"Nothing," Hiccup said, "Jutht an accident." He winced when his father touched the area.

"Open your mouth." Stoick said. Hopefully his gums were okay. The inflammation had finally gone down and Stoick didn't want any more complications. It was fine; healing well, undamaged. With a sigh Stoick stood up and brushed his hand through Hiccup's hair, "What am I going to do with you?" He said as he got a rag to wrap around some ice. It was a question that was getting increasingly more worrying; Hiccup was proving to be something of a walking disaster as he got older and was still quite small for his age. The very thought of Hiccup facing a dragon sent chills down Stoick's spine, which wasn't encouraging given that the boy was going to have to face them sooner or later as the heir to Berk. There was also the matter of finding him something to do around the village. Most people didn't want the boy near their work; they thought they were subtle about it but Stoick saw right through that. He didn't blame them either. Hiccup meant well but was too eager to help and would hurt himself, others, and objects more often than not. Hiccup was blissfully unaware of the problem for now. He'd start noticing it sooner or later, but for now he was still a child with simple needs and wants.

"You could let me thleep in the loft?" There was a hopeful note in Hiccup's voice.

"Hiccup Horrendous we are not discussing this. No means no. Not another word." Stoick knelt in front of Hiccup and placed the ice on his lip. "Hold this there. It'll help the swelling go down."

* * *

><p>The Nightmare spent the rest of her day collecting moss and leaves for her hatchling's bed. She brought it to the clearing and nosed it around till it was spread out to dry in the sun. Inside the cave she dug out a shallow dip that she would line with the moss and leaves. She collected more wood to burn and stored that in the cave as well so it stayed dry. Everything was ready; all she had to do was wait for the perfect moment.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This one was fun to write with all the kids and their dynamics. Chaotic and confusing, but fun. Honestly I kept losing track of the kids and had to do lots of read throughs to make sense of the game scene. **

**Thank you for the reviews :)**** And t****hanks to my sister who came up with the game that the kids play and who's on what team.**

**As always thanks to CB for editing and making suggestions :)**


	7. Beowulf

**Spoiler warning for _Beowulf _(That's right, the Old English poem)**

* * *

><p>The sunshine on her belly was lovely. She didn't even mind the cool shadows dancing around as the leaves were swayed by the breeze. The Nightmare lay on her back enjoying the morning, purring away as she waited for her hatchling to leave the large cave. She had seen him go in with his sire earlier. The ground was less muddy today; she wanted to see if hatchlings avoided the sun or if it was just mud.<p>

Vikings looked funny upside down she thought as she watched the opening of the cave with half open eyes. Two small figures burst out of the opening and nearly fell down the steps in a tangle of limbs. They were followed by four more young ones who stayed a safe distance from the first two. The Nightmare rolled over and shook herself; her hatchling was in the group. They didn't go far; there was an empty space where they stayed. There were mud puddles and the dragon was confused; they were supposed to avoid mud. Yet there they were, running around in it, squealing and yelling. They appeared to like the sunshine.

It was odd, the little female seemed to be the alpha but the Nightmare knew that her hatchling's sire was the alpha of the nest. It would make more sense for her little one to be the alpha among the hatchlings. The other little ones played with him but her hatchling was smaller than the others and while they tolerated him they were too rough for her liking. She almost stepped in but a female Viking was heading through the empty space and shouted at the hatchlings, pointing at the mud on the ground and on them. They were shooed away to find a dry place to play. Ah. It was about being clean. The Nightmare cocked her head; why not wash the hatchlings later and let them play now? The little ones ran off deeper into the Viking nest and she grumbled. They were out of her sight.

Hours later she saw her hatchling running up the hill. The mud on his legs and feet had dried and he had dirt on his hands and face as well. His coverings were filthy, there was a tear on one of his knees but he smiled as he ran. The Nightmare stood in the trees a little anxious; he seemed so unsteady as he ran up the hill. Sure enough he slipped, dust clouding around him as he fell flat on the dried ground. She would have blown her cover then and there but the hatchling's sire beat her to it. She hadn't seen him coming up from the nest, as she had been preoccupied with watching her hatchling. The little one's sire knelt down and pulled him to his feet.

"What have I told you about running on the hill?" Stoick said, dusting Hiccup off.

"Don't." Hiccup pushed his father's hands away, "I'm fine, Dad."

"You didn't get this dirty from falling on the hill. What did I tell you about the mud?"

"Thtay out of it." Hiccup said as he took Stoick's hand. He skipped along next to Stoick, hanging off his dad's arm and swinging every few steps. Stoick steered him towards the house causing Hiccup to frown,

"Why are we going home?"

"You need to wash up and change." Stoick said.

"Why?" Hiccup lifted his feet off the ground and hung on Stoick's arm for several steps.

Stoick rolled his eyes, "You're covered in dirt, Hiccup." Thankfully, Hiccup had lots of clothes. The women of the village felt bad that he had no mother to make them for him and assumed Stoick either couldn't or didn't have time to. They all, _all_, took it upon themselves to supply Stoick with clothes for Hiccup, as if the boy was some charity case. While he appreciated their help Stoick found it to be an added stress to have to remember who gave what and make sure no one was offended by never seeing Hiccup wear what they made him. In a few years that would stop, only children went through that many clothes. Then, Hiccup would have only two or three outfits like everybody else.

When her hatchling and his sire went into their nest the Nightmare turned into the woods to go back to her cave. Chances were she wouldn't see her hatchling again tonight and she needed to go back to her cave for a little bit; she should be there to visit with him for a little while. He was starting to get jealous and that would never do. She'd come back later.

* * *

><p>"So, havin' a story night." Spitelout said as he sat down next to Hiccup. Stoick nodded,<p>

"Last one of the year. Hiccup, eat the cabbage." The last was directed at his son who poked at the stew in front of him.

"I don't like eel." Hiccup said as he poked at the vague, lumpy, disgusting liquid with his spoon as if it would magically change if he kept at it long enough.

"So they're starting with Beowulf." Spitelout said conversationally, "Why'd you get him the stew?" Spitelout cut into his roast boar. Stoick had taken the spoon from Hiccup and was fishing out the eel to put on his own plate.

"His missing tooth bothers him when he chews. There," Stoick said to Hiccup, "Eat what's left in the bowl."

"It thtill tathteth like eel." Hiccup complained, "Can we thtay for Beowulf?"

Stoick gave his brother the stink eye, but Spitelout ate his boar and pretended he didn't see. "If you eat your stew." Stoick told Hiccup. He didn't miss the little grin on Spitelout's face.

"Ya can't leave before Beowulf!" Gobber said as he sat next to Stoick with his own meal. "Where's that lad o' yours, Spitelout?" He asked when Stoick ignored him.

"Around somewhere I suppose, his mother brought him. I just came down from the fields. Flooding's down by the way."

Stoick nodded, "Good. We begin moving the herds tomorrow."

"What'cha doin' there, sparrow?" Gobber asked as he leaned forward to see Hiccup past Stoick. The boy was fiddling with his stew, using his spoon and fingers to pick through it.

"Checking for eel." He said without looking up. Stoick put his hand to his brow,

"I took all the eel out, Hiccup. Just eat it." He ignored Gobber's chuckle.

"You know, Thistleface's offer still stands." Spitelout said. Stoick glared in answer. Hiccup may be frustrating but he was Stoick's son and Stoick would raise him.

"But Dad, it thtill tathteth, tath, tasteth like eel." Hiccup said turning to his father. He glared at Gobber for laughing at his lisp.

"Eat the cabbage." Stoick said with a sigh.

"That tath, tasteth like eel too."

"It's all in your head, Hiccup." Stoick said. He tore a hunk off of his bread and put it next to Hiccup's bowl. "Eat the cabbage and the bread then you can stay for Beowulf."

"We starting at sunrise then?" Spitelout asked, "Should you really be bargaining with him?"

"No, afternoon. Let the ground dry first, it'll be easier going. We'll be here all night if I don't. Kid's got a stubborn streak in him that stretches further than a dragon can fly." Stoick said.

Gobber gave a chuckle, "Don't know _where_ he'd've got _that_ from."

Spitelout eyed his nephew who was tearing the bread and building a dam in his stew rather than eating it; swinging his feet since they didn't reach the floor. "We need to build a temporary corral then. We won't get them all the way down in half a day."

"Pegs and rope. Like we did last year." Stoick said, "It worked well enough." Until Hiccup had tried to 'help'; accidentally loosening part of the makeshift fence. Speaking of Hiccup the boy was currently climbing off the bench. "What do you think you are doing?" Stoick asked blocking Hiccup with his arm.

"Getting thome water." Hiccup said innocently.

"What's wrong with your milk?" Stoick asked not buying the innocence for a moment.

"Nothing. It jutht won't work ath well ath water for a pond."

Spitelout looked confused but Gobber was chuckling again, "What pond?" He asked. Hiccup turned sideways on the bench and pointed at his stew. There was an empty spot in the middle of the bowl; the stew was against the edges, held there by the bread. Stoick moved Hiccup around to fully face the table.

"Sit. Eat." He looked at Spitelout, "When does the storytelling start?"

Spitelout scratched his cheek, "They were waiting for everyone to get here and get their food. I'd give it another five to ten minutes."

"I'll give you three minutes to finish your supper, Hiccup. If you're not done you don't get to stay for Beowulf. Deal?" Hiccup observed his bowl and crinkled his nose,

"But,"

"Deal?"

Hiccup picked up his spoon and hung his head in defeat. "Deal." He said miserably.

"Good. Spitelout are you able to move the herds without me tomorrow? I wanted to take a check around the coast now that the water's calmed."

"Aye, you have the route picked?" Spitelout asked.

Stoick nodded, "And the spot for the temporary corral." He watched Hiccup slowly eat. "All the bread, Hiccup."

"But it'th too hard."

"Don't talk with your mouth full. Dip it in the stew to soften it." He turned to Gobber, "You okay taking him tomorrow? I'd rather not have to watch him on the boat."

"Whatever ya need, Stoick. He's no trouble in the forge." Gobber caught Hiccup's eye and winked.

"Thank you. He fell over board last time. Claimed he saw a Scauldrun."

"I did thee one," Hiccup said, "It wath a little one."

"Eat your supper, Hiccup." Stoick said again. Hiccup went back to dipping his bread in the milk. The stew bowl had been pushed away. "I'll give you the route and resting place later tonight, Spitelout. After Hiccup's in bed." The kid was too much a distraction to go over the plans now and they all knew it.

"You know, Thistleface can take him for meals and put him to bed for ya." Spitelout said.

"I've got it all under control." Stoick said evenly, "I don't need someone to take him unless I'm going away for the day."

"Alright," Spitelout raised his hands, "Just thought it'd be easier on you to get a break." Stoick glared. If he needed a break from anything it was dealing with the blockheads in the village, not his son.

"I'm done, Dad. Can we thtay for the thtory?"

Stoick could see that the stew had only been picked at but at least the bread was gone. That hadn't been the deal though and Stoick hesitated in answering.

"Come on, Stoick." Gobber said, "You've been goin' all day. Take a bit o' a break."

Stoick sighed, "Fine,"

"Yeth!" Hiccup shouted.

"Finish your milk," Stoick continued, he could at least add that stipulation to make up for the uneaten cabbage. Hiccup picked up the cup. A few minutes later Bur Vomitbreath stood up and the Hall quieted.

_So. The Spear-Danes in days gone by_

_And the kings who ruled them had courage and greatness._

_We have heard of those princes' heroic campaigns._

There was cheering and banging of mugs at the familiar beginning and people settled in for the long story. Bored with the long introduction, filled with backstory and family lines, Hiccup traced the grains in the wooden table with his finger. There was loud booing and Hiccup forgot about the grains in the wood as the monster, Grendel, was introduced. Bur's voice rose and fell so skillfully that Hiccup was pulled into the magic of the story, kicking his feet so fast the bench was vibrating. Stoick pulled the lad up onto his knee to put an end to that, effectively pulling Hiccup back into reality.

"Tho, ith Grendel an ogre or a giant?" Hiccup asked.

"Neither," Spitelout told him quietly so as not to disrupt the story, "He's a monster that should be human but isn't. That's why he goes into the hall to kill Hrothgar's men." He didn't go further with his description; he could tell he'd be in for a beating if he did - grown men or not. There were certain lines you didn't cross with Stoick the Vast unless you wanted a beating and they all involved Hiccup.

…_he grabbed thirty men_

_From their resting places and rushed to his lair,_

_Flushed up and inflamed from the raid,_

_Blundering back with the butchered corpses._

"How is the story of Sigmund worse than this?" Gobber attempted to whisper, leaning over. Stoick furrowed his brow. "Right, right. You have issue with infanticide and incest in his stories." Stoick rolled his eyes.

"You told him the story of Sigmund? Sigmund Volsung?" Spitelout whispered as he leaned forward to see Gobber better. At Gobber's nod Spitelout asked, "What is wrong with you? The kid's eight." Gobber just shrugged.

_There was no one else like him alive._

_In his day, he was the mightiest man on earth,_

"That'th Beowulf, right?" Hiccup asked. Stoick nodded and Hiccup settled back against his father's chest, "But you're mightier than him. I bet you could take on two Grendelth." Spitelout and Gobber rolled their eyes but smiled all the same. Stoick himself pretended not to care but was beaming inside. There was a great cheer in the Hall and much banging of mugs when Beowulf finally named himself. Hiccup covered his ears at the noise. The next bit of the story was talk between Beowulf and Hrothgar. Interest waning Hiccup played with the leather bindings on his father's wrist. Gobber got up from the bench and stretched,

"They've got honey cakes I hear," He started but Stoick grabbed his wrist with his free hand and said in a low voice,

"I swear to Odin, Gobber, if you give him anything that'll keep him up _you_ can take him for the night."

"Got it loud n' clear." Gobber said.

"You know, I could go for some-" Spitelout began.

"Same goes for you, Spite. You ever deal with a hyper child on a sugar high in the middle of the night?"

"I was gonna say more mead," He continued with a cheeky grin that said he wasn't. "I think you could do with some too. I'll help ya, Gobber. Milk for the lad?" Hiccup had unwound the leather and was wrapping it up again, albeit rather sloppily. Stoick would have to fix it later.

"He might not drink it this late." Stoick said.

Spitelout shrugged, "But he might. Warm it up with a touch of mead and it'll put him to sleep."

"No mead." Stoick said. Knowing those two it would be more than 'a touch.' When Beowulf began telling of his ordeal in the sea Hiccup paid attention again, forgetting about the leather on his dad's wrist. Stoick quickly tied it off for the time being.

"Dad, have you ever thwimmed that far? Were there whale beathtth?" Hiccup asked. Stoick chuckled,

"No, Hiccup. And it's 'swum' not 'swimmed.'"

Hiccup twisted around so he could see his dad, "But you could, right?"

"I've never tried."

Hiccup turned back around and settled against Stoick again, "I bet you could."

Gobber set a mug of mead in front of Stoick and sat down. Before Spitelout could give Hiccup the mug of milk, however, Stoick took it and tried a sip.

"What? You don't trust us?" Spitelout said with mock insult. Stoick gave the mug to Hiccup, certain there was no mead in it.

"Both hands, Hiccup." He said. The boy eyed the contents of the mug, took a drink, and put it on the table. "Why would I trust you two after the Snoggletog incident?"

Gobber shrugged, "There was no harm done. The lad spit it out."

"You still gave a seven year old a mug of ale. I left him with you for a few moments that's all, and you gave him ale. He told me you said it was a new type of apple juice so don't act innocent."

Spitelout shrugged, "He didn't drink it."

"What would you have done if he had?" Stoick asked.

"Shhh, Dad, it'th the good part! Grendel'th there." Hiccup said.

Gobber and Spitelout suppressed their laughter as Stoick glared ahead. Throughout the fight of Beowulf and Grendel Hiccup squeezed his dad's fingers, drawing Stoick's attention back to him. He was watching Bur with wide eyes. The boy had only heard the story once or twice. The adults, though, had heard it several times and got more entertainment out of watching Hiccup than listening to the story of Beowulf.

…_clear proof of this_

_Could be seen in the hand of the Hero displayed_

_High up near the roof: the whole of Grendel's_

_Shoulder and arm, his awesome grasp._

Hiccup let out the breath he'd been holding and loosened his grip on his father's fingers.

"Beowulf won?" He asked to be sure.

"Yup. Ripped the monster's arm clean off. That'll do the beastie in." Gobber declared rather loudly earning him several dirty looks, all of which he ignored.

"But you lotht a hand and a leg and you're not dead." Hiccup said. Spitelout and Stoick both snickered.

Gobber scratched his chin, "Ah well, I'm a lot tougher than that monster. I also had help when it happened." Hiccup blinked a few times with his head tilted as he took this in and thought about it. He said nothing further though and turned back to the story teller. The aftermath of the battle and celebration was not exciting enough to hold his attention. He yawned. Stoick noticed him slouching and pulled him up, holding the boy steady with one arm. Hiccup yawned again and rubbed his eyes.

"Seems like someone's ready for bed." Spitelout said.

"Who?" Hiccup asked still rubbing his eyes. Stoick shook his head and Spitelout gestured vaguely to the Hall,

"One of the other kids." Spitelout understood that Stoick would rather have Hiccup fall asleep here than tell him he had to leave during the story. It was easier. Spitelout had dealt with Snotlout when he was tired enough to want to avoid dealing with a tired Hiccup. He was more headstrong than Snotlout. Hiccup went back to playing with the leather strap on his dad's wrist. He shifted so he leaned back on his dad more and rested his head on Stoick's shoulder. Gobber laughed.

"What's so funny?" Spitelout asked him. Hildeburh was lighting the funeral pyre for her son and brother in the story and it was hardly a laughable scene. There were even some tears in the audience; all of which would be denied.

"Oh, jus' thinkin'." Gobber said, "All them other kids 'fraid of Stoick and little Hiccup here cuddling up without a care in the world." Stoick turned to Gobber with his eyebrows raised.

"What?"

"Didn't know, did ya?" Gobber said with a smile, "Oh yes, all them kids are scared of ya."

Stoick pulled Hiccup up again, "They are?"

"Yup." Gobber said taking a drink from his mug, "They play out in fron' of the forge as it's dry there. I hear 'em talking. Yer boy's got a scraped knee, by the way." He took another drink. Stoick turned to his brother,

"Did you know about this?" He asked.

"The scraped knee? Nope." Spitelout took a drink of his mead and endured Stoick's stare. "Oh, all the kids are scared of ya. Don't look so surprised, yer imposing." He glanced down at Hiccup slowly playing with the leather wristband, his head resting on Stoick's shoulder and his eyelids drooping. "Most of the time." Stoick grunted and rolled his eyes. They went back to the story. Hiccup's hands stilled holding the leather. Stoick gently took the wristband from him. When that didn't wake the boy Stoick carefully shifted him around so his back was supported by Stoick's arm, his head resting in the crook of Stoick's shoulder. He was able to sleep for a while.

…_Then it became clear,_

_Obvious to everyone once the fight was over,_

_That an avenger lurked and was still alive,_

_Grimly biding time. Grendel's mother,_

The people in the Hall shouted their hatred for the monster and banged their mugs or hands on the tables. The sound startled Hiccup awake. He rubbed his eyes, unconcerned with the noise since his father seemed unconcerned. He turned his head to see Bur standing in the middle of the hall.

"What'th goin' on?" He mumbled.

"Grendel's mother's come for revenge." Spitelout whispered to him. Hiccup yawned and sat up; pushing around to see Bur better while still nestled against his father. The story had picked up considerably; the urgency of Bur's voice waking him up fully.

"She thtole Grendel'th arm?" Hiccup asked. He was squeezing and releasing his dad's thumb and first finger with his small hands. Stoick nodded. "She'th thcarier than Grendel, ithn't she?" Hiccup whispered pulling his father's hand closer. Stoick nodded again.

"_Wise sir, do not grieve. It is always better_

_To avenge dear ones than to indulge in mourning."_

There was loud cheering in the Hall and more banging of cups. Hiccup looked around the room confused. Had he missed something?

"What happened?"

"Nothin' happened. They just like what Beowulf said." Spitelout told him. The Hall was silent again as Bur Vomitbreath told of how Beowulf tracked Grendel's mother through the woods to the 'bloodshot water.' Hiccup gasped with the rest of the crowd when they discovered Aeschere's head. Gobber and Spitelout chuckled again paying more attention to Hiccup than the story. Stoick rolled his eyes at the pair.

"Ya know, Gobber, I'm beginnin' to see why you told him the story of Sigmund." Spitelout said, "The entertainment value." Stoick narrowed his eyes at his brother.

"Would you like him to tell it to Snotlout?" He asked.

"No, no." Spitelout said taking a drink, "Inappropriate. But Hiccup's my nephew. I don't need to worry 'bout that with him, you do. I get to corrupt him." Beowulf was preparing himself for battle and a long dive so Hiccup wasn't paying attention to the adults. He watched the story teller with wide eyes.

"Entertainin' yes, but also keeps him out of things." Gobber said. His attention was on Hiccup though, as Beowulf engaged in battle with Grendel's mother. Hiccup was gripping his father's thumb and finger so tight the boy's knuckles were white.

_The hero observed that swamp-thing from hell,_

_The tarn-hag in all her terrible strength,_

_Then heaved his war-sword and swung his arm:_

_The decorated blade came down ringing_

_And singing on her head. But he soon found_

_His battle-torch extinguished: the shining blade_

_Refused to bite._

Hiccup gasped again and let go of Stoick's fingers to hug his arm, squeezing his eyes shut; the battle wasn't looking good. There was shouting all around and the battle raged on. Hiccup cuddled in closer, pulling his father's arm around him more. Suddenly the Hall erupted in cheers and banging so loud Bur fell quiet. Hiccup let go of Stoick's arm to cover his ears. When the noise finally died down he looked up at his father,

"What happened?"

Gobber laughed, "He killed the monster, lad. Ya miss it?"

"How?" Hiccup asked sitting up strait.

"Beowulf found a new sword and beheaded her." Spitelout told him.

"Oh." Hiccup focussed on the story again while Hrothgar gave up on waiting.

"Why'th Hrothgar leaving Beowulf?" Hiccup whispered looking up at Stoick.

"They think Beowulf's dead." Stoick whispered back.

"But he'th not dead, Grendel'th Mother ith." Hiccup mumbled. All was straightened out when Beowulf brought the monster's head and the sword hilt to Hrothgar. "Thee? He shouldn't have left." After that was more talking which bored Hiccup.

"Dad, what happened to thith?" Hiccup asked patting the leather wrist wrap on his father's left arm.

Stoick checked it, "Nothing Hiccup, it's fine."

"Not that one, thith one." Hiccup tapped his father's bare right wrist. The one Hiccup had been holding.

"Must've fallen off." Stoick said. He hadn't secured it when Hiccup had fallen asleep earlier. Hiccup leaned forward and Stoick put an arm around him to keep the boy from falling.

"I think I thee it." Hiccup said pushing his dad's arm off. He slid off Stoick's knee and knelt under the table to grab the leather. He stood up and tried to climb back onto Stoick's knee but got tangled in the long strip. Stoick pulled him up and settled him in as Hiccup untangled himself. Hiccup then proceeded to wrap the leather around Stoick's wrist. There were minor celebrations for other parts but it was long past Hiccup's bedtime and he was having a hard time keeping his eyes open. As Beowulf was telling Hygelac of his adventures in Hrothgar's lands Stoick slowly got up from the bench, adjusting Hiccup in his arms.

"Yer not leaving?" Gobber exclaimed rather loudly. A few people turned to see what the commotion was. Stoick nodded at Bur who nodded back when he saw that Hiccup had fallen asleep. "The dragon hasn't even shown up yet." Gobber went on.

Stoick snorted quietly, "I'll survive. Putting Hiccup to bed, I'll be back." He took the partly wound wristband off and set it on the table.

"You can't take our entertainment away." Spitelout said looking up at Stoick.

"He's going to bed. Use your own son for entertainment." Stoick told him.

"Can't, he's already in bed."

"Come on Stoick," Gobber began.

"You have him all day tomorrow Gobber. Do you really want him staying up any later?" Stoick asked. Hiccup stirred a little as the room got loud.

Gobber gave a nervous chuckle rubbing the back of his neck, "Yeah, the lad looks wiped, should be in bed."

Stoick rolled his eyes. "Thought so. I'll be right back. Give you more details about moving the herds down tomorrow then, Spite."

* * *

><p>The stars were out as the Nightmare crept up to her hatchling's nest. Something was off, no one was inside. It was too still. Panic rose in her chest; where was her hatchling? She smelled the air but his scent was faint and mixed with other Vikings and it was all over the Viking nest; she wouldn't be able to find him that way. There was shouting coming from the large cave and it was distracting. She had to find her hatchling. The noise became louder and clearer for a moment; her patience gone the Nightmare whipped her head toward the noise and the growl died in her throat. Relief washed over her. The Viking started down the steps with her hatchling in his arms. The little one was sleeping, nestled securely in his sire's arm, his hand held on to the Viking's tunic. He was on his way to his nest so the Nightmare slunk back to the trees before she was seen. From there she watched the Viking head into the nest with her hatchling. Several minutes later the Viking came out and went back to the large cave. Narrowing her eyes the Nightmare watched him go. The fool was leaving his hatchling undefended in a visible nest. She had learned all she needed; it was time for her and her hatchling to leave.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The translation for _Beowulf _I used was Seamus Heaney's. This is probably my favourite chapter, I don't know why though. I literally had my copy of _Beowulf_ open and was reading along as I wrote this so all the reactions and such should match with the story. I recently bought Tolkien's translation and am looking forward to reading it. **

**Thank you for all the reviews **

**Monkey lover 911: Thank you, but I can't answer your questions without spoilers so you'll just have to wait and see :) **

**As usual, special thank you to CB. (Who is in just as much suspense as the rest of you, she just happens to be a week ahead.)**


	8. Bath Night

She was ready to snatch her hatchling, creeping out to the nest in the dark. He was all alone inside; his sire had left him defenseless. She sniffed at the back opening, unsure of how it worked or where her hatchling was. She wanted to blast the wooden cave and take her hatchling as it burned, but without knowing exactly where he would be the hatchling could get hurt if she didn't get him out right away. As she was puzzling this out she heard Viking voices. A couple of Vikings were walking down from the large cave, unaware of her next to their alpha's nest. This wouldn't do: they would see the flames if she burnt the nest. They could raise the alarm; possibly stop her from taking her little one. The risks were too great. Grumbling, the Nightmare slunk back to the woods. She should stick to her original plan, wait for a raid. There would be one in the next few days if the weather held. In a sour mood she settled in the woods watching the nest. She would stick to her plan.

* * *

><p>Hiccup skipped down the hill ahead of Stoick. It was still fairly muddy but it was drying up. It would be a good day to bring the herds down. It would also be a good day for sailing.<p>

"And Gobber thaid that everyone beginth with nailth no matter how boring they may be. But I might get to carve a dethign on a pendant Gooselegth wantth to give to Beula but you can't mention it, Dad, cauthe he wantth it to be a thurprithe."

Stoick had tuned Hiccup's prattling out by breakfast. There was only so much of it he could take at a time.

"Hiccup, slow down, you're going to trip."

"I won't trip, Dad." Hiccup said. Stoick could hear the eye roll. Oh well, let the boy figure it out for himself. Gobber deserved to deal with a muddy child after last night. Sure enough Hiccup slipped on the wet path. Stoick let out a sigh. He seemed to do that a lot when Hiccup was involved. Hiccup picked himself up and tried to wipe the mud off but it was all down his back, even in his hair. Stoick sighed again. Well, it was bath night anyway. Catching up to Hiccup Stoick placed his hand on the boy's shoulder, careful to avoid the mud, to guide him along to the forge.

"Gobber?" Stoick called.

"Here." Came the reply.

"Try not to get mud everywhere," Stoick said to Hiccup as they went in. "Gobber, thanks for taking him, I have to go or I won't be back till late."

"Not a problem, Stoick. You goin' far?"

"Only round the coast. Weather's cleared up and we might have an attack tonight so I want to be back by this evening. I should be here by supper. If not I will be home to put him to bed. It's bath night."

Hiccup scrunched his nose and stuck out his tongue, "Do I have to take a bath?"

"Yes."

"Ah, Stoick. He's a boy, what's a little dirt?" Gobber intervened.

Stoick didn't say anything just turned Hiccup around so Gobber could see the mud.

"Ah. Well. It is mostly on his clothes."

"Yeah, tho do I need to wash?" Hiccup asked pleading with his eyes and tugging his dad's hand with both of his.

"You are not going to bed with mud in your hair." Stoick said, cupping Hiccup's chin. "Alright, I'm going. I'll see you tonight. Behave." It was directed at Hiccup but Gobber responded,

"I'll try but I make no promises." Stoick gave Gobber a glare but the smith had already moved on. Hiccup's muffled laughter followed Stoick out of the forge. Shaking his head Stoick went down to the docks to head out.

* * *

><p>She watched the Viking walk her little one deep into the nest, he let the hatchling fall on the hill and she snarled. He should be more careful with one so small. The Nightmare hated waiting, she wanted her little one in her nest where he would be properly looked after. There was nothing left to prepare; his bed was ready, she had a place for a fire and fuel to keep it going. Their cave was near a river for clean water and food was easy to collect. Now she had to wait. The weather was fine; flying would be easy. The first raid should be soon.<p>

* * *

><p>They got back earlier than Stoick had planned and he made it to the forge. Gobber was putting everything away for the night.<p>

"Back early?" Gobber asked before he turned toward the back, "Hiccup, yer Dad's here."

Stoick put his pack down, "Quiet out there, good sailing. Nothing unusual." The trip had put him in a good mood. Hiccup came bounding out of the back room with his notebook. And covered in charcoal. Right, bath night.

"Hi Dad, did you thee any thea monsterth?" He said.

"Now Hiccup, I told ya, they're further out to sea. Yer dad was by the coast. He was far more likely to see selkies." Gobber said. Stoick put an end to the nonsense as fast as he could.

"No, I didn't see anything strange." He said wiping the charcoal off Hiccup's cheeks and nose the best he could. He gave Gobber a look that told the smith to Stop. Filling. Hiccup's. Head. With. Nonsense.

They moved outside where the light was better now that the forge fire was put out.

"You goin' to the Great Hall?" Gobber asked.

"No, home. Have to heat up the bath water so it saves time. Plus we hauled in some fish so I have them fresh if you want to come up." There was still dried mud in Hiccup's hair. Stoick ruffled it to dislodge the mud and brushed it out the best he could. He could've sworn Hiccup was muddier than when he had dropped the boy off.

"So I can cook it for ya? I'm on to you, Stoick." Gobber said pointing his finger at his friend and narrowing his eyes. He was smiling though.

"Would I do that?" Stoick laughed.

"Pleathe Gobber? Dad burned thupper latht time he made it." Hiccup cut in. Stoick opened his mouth to tell Hiccup to stay out of it but Gobber laughed and ruffled the lad's hair,

"Well, I can't leave ya to yer Dad's cooking, can I?" Hiccup shook his head.

Stoick rolled his eyes and pushed Hiccup toward the hill, "Come on,"

"I'll be up in a bit, jus' need to finish closing up." Gobber said going back inside. Stoick followed Hiccup up the hill.

"Dad, gueth what? Gobber let me carve part of the dethign! He thaid that I do have an attention thpan larger than a thparrow'th if given the right tathk. What doeth that mean? Oh, and he let me pump the bellowth. I wath too thmall and it didn't move much, but he thaid it wath a good try." Hiccup kept talking as Stoick paced along behind him tuning out the chatter. The torches were ready to be lit if needed he noticed. He expected the watch towers had been stocked as well, he had sent the orders that morning. It had been a nice day and the night was promising to be good as well. Perfect conditions for a raid.

Once home Stoick sent Hiccup to wash up as he unpacked. He put the halibut on the table for Gobber to deal with. Hiccup climbed on his swing. Stoick stepped over and stopped it.

"Hey," Hiccup said.

"Let me see your hands." Stoick said. There was still charcoal on his face but that would wash off later in the bath. Hiccup let go of the rope and held up his hands. There was mud in the creases and under his fingernails. "Not good enough. Wash them again." Hiccup grumbled but got off the swing and went back to the basin. Stoick stoked the fire in the hearth and filled two buckets with water to put over the fire during supper. By then Hiccup was back on his swing. "Not higher than the fifth step, Hiccup." Stoick reminded him as Gobber came in.

"What is that contraption?" He said by way of greeting.

"It'th my thwing." Hiccup said without slowing down.

"Huh," Gobber said scratching his chin. He looked at Stoick, "Yer okay with this thing?" Stoick shrugged,

"It's sturdy enough. And he's not allowed higher than the fifth step. Or it comes down." Stoick said the last part mostly to Hiccup. The boy took the hint and slowed the swing. Gobber handed Stoick the mug attachment for his arm and set about cooking the fish. Stoick poured two mugs of mead.

"Gobber, did Aunt Thithtlefathe'th fruit cake knock your tooth out?"

"What?" Gobber asked.

"Dad thaid that her fruit cake ruined your tooth." Hiccup said still swinging.

Stoick and Gobber looked at each other. "When?" Stoick asked.

Hiccup took a deep breath, "The other day, when I asked for a piethe and you thaid not for breakfatht and I asked if I could have a piethe for midday and you thaid I wath going to Gobber'th and I thaid we could bring him a piethe and you asked what I thought happened to hith tooth." He rushed out so fast the two men could barely understand him. Gobber looked at Stoick who shook his head. Hiccup kept swinging.

"Hiccup, I was joking." Stoick said. He stopped the swing, "Time for supper." Hiccup got off the swing and climbed onto his chair. Supper went well, nothing was burnt and Hiccup ate a decent portion of fish, his cabbage was pushed aside though.

"Gobber, what'th a thelkie look like?" Hiccup asked.

"Hiccup, don't talk with your mouth full." Stoick said absentmindedly. Gobber took a large bite of his fish,

"They look like seals, but they're jus' wearin' seal skins which they can shed to come on land." Stoick put his head in his hands as Gobber talked around his food. "Didn't yer Dad tell ya 'bout them?" Hiccup shook his head. "Well, there's not much to tell really." Gobber said when he noticed Stoick's glare. Hiccup tilted his head in confusion. "Ya all done there lad?"

Hiccup tilted his head further then looked down at his plate and then at the buckets of water over the fire. "No." He poked at his plate. Stoick rolled his eyes and got up to haul the wooden tub out from under the stairs. "I'm not that dirty, Dad. The mud ith mothtly gone." Stoick took one of the buckets off the fire and poured it into the tub then went out to the well to bring back another to put over the fire.

"Dad, I don't want to take a bath." Hiccup said. Stoick ignored him and dumped the other bucket in the tub then went to fill it. Four buckets usually did it. When he put that bucket over the fire to heat up Hiccup was standing next to the table with his arms crossed. "I don't want to take a bath." He said a little louder.

Choosing to ignore him again, Stoick said, "Go get some clean clothes."

Hiccup lifted his chin a little, "No."

"What was that?" Stoick was glad to see the defiant stance shrink away as Hiccup uncrossed his arms.

"No?" Hiccup said his voice much smaller than before. Gobber still sat at the table, his hand covering his mouth as he tried to hide his mirth.

"Do you say no to me?" Stoick asked Hiccup.

The boy shrunk into himself a little further, "No thir."

"Good. Go get some clean clothes." Hiccup slowly walked to the bedroom.

Finally letting out a quiet chuckle Gobber said, "Lad's got some spunk."

"I don't know what's gotten into him. He's getting worse, Gobber. He used to like baths." Stoick poured a third bucket into the tub. He checked the temperature before adding the last.

"I'd blame the twins. About the bath thing. The defiance thing is jus' him gettin' older." Gobber said as he got up to help himself to some more mead.

"The twins?" Stoick put a blanket on a chair near the tub and grabbed the soap from a cupboard.

"Ya, I heard 'em complainin' 'bout baths. Hiccup probably wants to fit in. Defy his dad and impress his friends. Might not get pushed around as much." Gobber sat again sipping his mead.

"The other kids push Hiccup around?" Stoick had never seen that. Granted, his duties kept him busy; he often didn't have the time to keep a constant eye on Hiccup. Shaking his head Stoick grabbed one of the buckets and went out to fill it a final time. This was a conversation for after Hiccup had been put to bed.

Hiccup still hadn't reappeared when Stoick came back inside. With a sigh Stoick put the bucket down near the tub and went into the bedroom. Hiccup's trunk was open and his clothes were strewn about the floor. Hiccup sat in the middle of the mess fiddling with a loose button on his dress shirt. Without a word Stoick shoved all the clothes back in the trunk, leaving out a red shirt and a pair of brown pants. He then took the dress shirt from Hiccup, shoved it in the trunk, picked up the clothes, and lifted his son to his feet.

"Bath. Now. Go."

Hiccup dragged his feet. Gods above sometimes Stoick wanted to strangle the kid. The steam rose out of the tub and Hiccup balked again.

"It'th too hot." He shook his head and backed up a step.

"No, it's not," Stoick said, "I checked it."

Hiccup refused to move, "There'th thteam. It'th too hot; it'll burn like latht time."

"You burned him?" Gobber asked raising his eyebrows.

"It was one time. I forgot to check the temperature. It didn't burn you," He said to Hiccup, "It wasn't that hot." Hiccup shook his head so Stoick pushed him closer to the tub and dipped Hiccup's hand into the water. "See? Not too hot. Now get in."

Reluctantly Hiccup took his muddy shirt off. Then decided to give it one last try.

"No."

Gobber was chuckling into his mug and Stoick wanted to knock it into his face. He took a deep breath. He had to stay calm. "Hiccup you will get into that tub and have a bath or you will get a spanking and then you will get into that tub and have a bath. Your choice."

Hiccup bit his lip and fiddled with his fingers as he weighed his options and considered whether it was worth a spanking. He had one more trick to try, did he dare? Hiccup glanced up at his father out of the corner of his eye. How mad was he? Gobber was there though, that would take some of the heat off. At the very least Gobber would defend him.

"Fishlegth thayth hith dad doethn't thpank him." He mumbled.

Stoick took a deep breath. Odin help him this kid could try his patience more than all the blockheads of the village put together. "Are you Fishlegs?" He asked with his hand over his eyes.

"No." Hiccup said. He wasn't going to win this one; he could tell.

"Do I look like Fishlegs' father?"

Hiccup hung his head, "No."

"Get in the tub."

Hiccup took off the rest of his clothes and got in. "I like Fishlegth' dad more." He muttered. Stoick gave Hiccup a cloth and the soap, acting like he hadn't heard the comment. And it didn't sting.

"Wash." Stoick said as he sat down next to Gobber and put his head in his hands.

"Ya know," Gobber said conversationally, nudging Stoick's mug closer to the man, "Fishlegs' dad can be a bit of a weenie." Stoick turned his head to look at him. Gobber shrugged, "It's true." He said getting up for more mead.

"Dad, I'm clean now. Can I get out?" Hiccup said.

Stoick looked up. Hiccup still had charcoal smudged on his face and mud in his hair. Getting up Stoick walked to the tub and kneeled down. He held his out his hand for the soap and cloth. When Hiccup handed them over Stoick washed the boy's face getting rid of the black smudges. He reached for the empty bucket and filled it with bath water.

"Close your eyes." He said as he poured the water over Hiccup's head, rubbing it in to get his hair wet. Stoick got a lather from the soap and worked it into the boy's hair.

"I can do it Dad." Hiccup said. Stoick didn't listen so Hiccup reached up and tried to stop him, "I can do it."

"Hiccup sit still."

Pouting Hiccup crossed his arms, "Thtupid bath. I hate bathth. I like being dirty."

"I'm sure you do. Close your eyes." Stoick picked up the bucket of clean water. Hiccup was still pouting with his eyes open. "Do you want soap in your eyes?" Hiccup shook his head. "Then close them." With a huff Hiccup closed his eyes as Stoick rinsed the soap out of his hair. Once that was done Stoick grabbed the blanket he had put out, wiped the soap and water off Hiccup's face, and held it up. "Now you can get out."

Stoick wrapped Hiccup in the blanket and left him by the fire to dry off while he took the tub outside and dumped the water. Inside the house Hiccup sat next to the fire pouting.

"Ya know," Gobber said from his seat at the table, "Fishlegs really doesn't get up to much; his dad probably never has reason to spank him."

Hiccup didn't say anything; he watched the flames lick away at the logs. One of them shifted and fell off the other one, sending up some sparks.

"Stoick probably thinks Fishlegs is a good son. Anyway, Frank Ingerman is a wuss who probably couldn't work up the courage to spank his son even if Fishlegs deserved it." Gobber didn't say anything else; he let all that sink in as Stoick came back inside. On his way back to the fire Stoick picked up Hiccup's clean clothes and knelt down. He used the edge of the blanket to rub excess water out of his son's hair as Hiccup pulled his trousers on.

"Dad?"

"Hmm?" Stoick rolled up Hiccup's shirt and pulled it over his son's head.

"I'm thorry I thaid I liked Fishlegth' dad more than you. I don't." Hiccup said as he got his hands through the sleeves. Gobber smiled to himself.

"I know." Stoick said. He pulled one of Hiccup's socks on for him. Hiccup was leaning back against him rubbing his eyes, obviously ready for bed.

"And I like being clean," He yawned, "It'th better than being dirty." Stoick had the other sock on him now and pulled the boy to his feet.

"Bedtime." Stoick said. Hiccup nodded and headed for the bedroom. Stoick nodded to Gobber then went to the bedroom to tuck Hiccup in. As much trouble as bath night was Stoick did appreciate how much smoother it made bedtime go. Hiccup got into bed with no fuss as Stoick tucked him in.

"Dad?"

"What?" Stoick brushed Hiccup's still damp bangs out of his face. The boy was already half asleep.

"Do you really think dragonth will come tonight?" There was a little quiver in his voice, this was the closest Hiccup had come to mentioning the incident. Stoick had started to think he had forgotten it entirely.

"I do." He said.

Hiccup clutched at the blanket. "Do you think there will be a Monthtrouth Nightmare?"

Stoick rubbed small circles on Hiccup's chest with his other hand to calm the boy. There was always at least one Monstrous Nightmare. "Probably. But you know what to do to stay safe, right?" He was still combing Hiccup's hair with his fingers, watching Hiccup try to keep his eyes open.

"Thtay inthide." Hiccup replied sleepily.

"You're safe here, Hiccup. I won't let anything bad happen to you."

Hiccup nodded as his eyes finally closed. Stoick waited for his son's breathing to even out before quietly leaving the room.

"Lad get to sleep okay?" Gobber asked. He was putting the wooden tub away under the stairs. Stoick left the bedroom door open a crack and went to sit down.

"Fine. Was asking about dragon raids." Stoick said taking a drink.

"Didn't mention Draugrs?" Gobber asked sitting down.

Stoick turned his head and fixed Gobber with a look, "No. Why would he?"

"Ah, no reason," Gobber said scratching his jaw, "You know how kids are with their imaginations. That's all."

Stoick glared at his friend. Yes, he knew all about children's imaginations. Too much. Gobber knew better than to tell Hiccup scary stories. For all that, though, it was not Hiccup that woke Stoick up before dawn.

* * *

><p>She heard the call. Not every dragon had to go on every raid. That would leave none to protect their young. The Nightmare didn't have to join the raid; she could get her hatchling and bring him to her nest instead of stealing for Her. She watched the sky waiting for them to appear over the sea. When the raid began and the Viking went out into the chaos there would be enough cover and time to grab the hatchling. She might not even be noticed as she did it. Finally all her waiting would pay off.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Please don't hate me.**

**Thank you for the reviews, I enjoy writing kid!Hiccup. He's adorable but there is no way I would ever want to be responsible for that kid.**

**As always thanks to CB for the edit!**


	9. Dragon Raid

The chaos of noise woke Stoick. It was an hour before dawn and the start of the season's first dragon raid. Getting up swiftly, Stoick checked Hiccup's bed; the boy was sitting up and rubbing his eyes. Putting on his helmet Stoick told Hiccup to stay inside. He didn't stay to hear a response he just grabbed his hammer and went out to join the defense. The fear in his gut resurfaced. He hated leaving Hiccup alone during a raid but his duties as chief forced his hand. He had to be on the frontlines. As long as Hiccup remained inside he would be safe. Well, relatively safe; safer than outside anyway.

Things were going well, a group of terrible terrors had been netted and Stoick was leading the attack against a zippleback,

"Mind it's head, no it's other head! Douse it!" Stoick had it all under control; the devils wouldn't get away with much tonight.

"Stoick!" Spitelout yelled. When Stoick turned to see him Spitelout pointed up the hill to his house. Which was on fire. Because a Monstrous Nightmare was breaking into it. Stoick ran. He forgot everything else and ran.

"Hiccup!" He shouted when he neared the house, his voice cracked with his fear but Stoick was too caught up with the fact that his house was on fire and a dragon was breaking in all with his young son possibly in there. There was no sign of Hiccup. That was fine, it should be okay, the boy knew to hide if dragons got too close. Stoick made sure there were hiding places in the house. He knew that. Stoick couldn't panic, he was the chief and he was the rock of the village, he had to ignore his racing heart and push his fear down. His baby was fine. He flinched as the Nightmare ripped through the upstairs wall, but Hiccup knew the rule about being upstairs during a raid and he knew how much trouble he'd be in if he broke it. Stoick swallowed his worry and pushed through the flames in the doorway. Only to find the house burning from the inside too. A second Nightmare had broken through the back wall. It saw him and attempted to fire but was all out. Striding forward Stoick raised his hammer and swung at its head. Instead of backing off as usual it roared and snapped at him. That was fine; Stoick could handle it and get that thing out of his house so he could find his son. It was getting hard to see with all the smoke; the fire was spreading towards the bedroom wall and the stairs. The flames were engulfing the chief but Stoick kept swinging his hammer, forcing the dragon to back out of the house. There was a thumping from upstairs. Thumping made by something large. Glancing behind Stoick saw another nightmare climb down from the loft. His eyes widened, there was a scar along its cheek. The same scar that was on the one from the hunting trip. Stoick would never forget that beast. It ignored him, smelling the air. Looking for something. Or someone.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare decided that Vikings were not that clever, including her hatchling's sire; her mate beside her chuffed proving that he thought the same thing. A puff of smoke escaped her mouth in bemusement as she watched the Viking leave the house without her hatchling. Did he really forget that she was after the little one? It bewildered her that a hatchling would be left alone during a raid but it would be to her advantage. Plus it proved that her hatchling's sire deserved to lose him. When the Viking was well away and distracted by the fight she crept out of the woods with her mate and called her hatchling out. Of course, he didn't come. He didn't know her calls yet, but this ensured that her mate knew they were after a hatchling. He knew the little one's scent because of the fur that had been left behind at the cave.<p>

Grunting to her mate to wait behind the nest she walked around to the front. She knew how the Vikings got into their individual nests. She also knew she wouldn't fit through their opening but she had paid careful attention to how they were opened when she had realized she couldn't figure it out before. She grabbed the handle in her mouth after a few tries and pulled it open with some difficulty to see where her hatchling was. She pushed her head in and saw a cluttered space lit by a pit with glowing embers.

"Dad?" Hiccup had heard the door open. The raid was still going on; he could hear the noise of it. So why would his Dad be home? Rubbing his eyes he stepped out into the main room and stopped dead. It wasn't his father, it was a dragon. A Monstrous Nightmare had shoved its large head through his front door. His eyes went wide at the sight of her and she let out a bark to her mate, letting him know the hatchling wasn't at the back. The wall erupted in flames and the burning wood cracked with a loud crunch as her mate pushed through with a chuckle. He liked burning Viking things. The Nightmare rolled her eyes and called for her hatchling. Hiccup looked from the dragon at the front of his house to the one at the back, lit up by the fire that was spreading. Exits blocked Hiccup stepped back into the bedroom and shut the door. His dad had hiding places for him all over the house. Hiccup knew the rules; hide and wait for Dad.

The Nightmare grumbled as she pulled her head out and climbed to the roof of the structure, using her long limbs and sharp claws. She brought her head back and spit her fire to burn a hole in the wall. She could hear her mate setting fire in controlled blasts below, trying to get her hatchling to come out. The sound of the Viking coming in caused some urgency but she remained focussed. Her mate would stall. They weren't here to cause damage or steel food for Her, they were here for their hatchling and dragons fought to the death for their young.

The Viking recognized her when she came down, she could see it in his eyes, but her mate could keep him busy while she got their hatchling. Sure enough he lunged for the Viking and kept him occupied, snapping at him. The Viking tried to keep an eye on her though, and was also glancing around the nest. So he didn't know where the hatchling was, that gave her another advantage. She tried to catch his scent which was harder in his nest; it already smelled strongly of him. She knew he had to be in that little cave though and the walls were burning enough for her to push her way in. only her head and shoulders fit. Through the smoke all she could see was an empty space except for two objects. She could smell him though, or more specifically, his fear. Following the scent she looked around for him when all of a sudden she was knocked into a side wall, the fire-weakened wood snapping and falling on her. With a roar the Nightmare turned to face what had attacked her.

* * *

><p>Stoick could see the devil go into the bedroom but was having a hard time keeping the one Nightmare at bay. He knew he couldn't fight them both. The second one was half through the wall into the bedroom, its hindquarters left out and tail lashing about. Stoick had to be careful of that. If the dragon was there Hiccup was probably in there as well.<p>

"Stoick," Spitelout came through the now burning doorway and joined his brother in the attack against the Nightmare. "You were taking a long time, having difficulties?"

"There's two of 'em." Stoick said, "Keep this one busy, I'll get the other." Spitelout nodded. Stoick ran into the bedroom to get at the beast's head and tackled it. Growling, the devil crouched to attack. With the small room however, all the dragon could do was strike out with its jaws. Stoick was unsure why it didn't fire but he pushed that thought back as he tried to get the creature out of his house. It stood its ground. The one in the main room roared and must have left because Spitelout joined the attack on the one Stoick fought. Together they pushed it back out of the house completely till, with a final roar, it took off.

"Weird," Spitelout began but Stoick turned back to the bedroom and pulled up a couple of loose floorboards.

"Hiccup? It's safe now, you can come out."

Hiccup hadn't wasted any time in getting under the floor and crawling away from the loose floorboards just as his father had told him to do. It was dark and dusty as he pushed through the cobwebs. Above him Hiccup could hear the crackling sounds of the fire and the thumping of the dragons. Eventually he heard his father fighting with the dragon and knew he just had to wait until he was told he could come out. It was getting harder to breathe with the dust and the smoke but he really didn't want to go back up there with two Nightmares. Finally the noises of the dragons stopped and the floorboards were moved. Hiccup heard his father's voice and crawled over to the opening in the floor. Stoick lifted the boy out and got him outside where Spitelout was waiting for them.

Kneeling down Stoick checked his son over for any injuries. Brushing some cobwebs out of his hair and wiping dust and ash off his face; there was so much of it Stoick couldn't see a single freckle. So much for the bath last night. A quick check showed no injuries under all the dirt. "You all right?" Stoick asked him. Hiccup nodded as he coughed some dust and smoke out of his lungs. Stoick rubbed the boy's back, thankful the coughing was light. A plus to hiding under the floor was less smoke in a fire. There was a loud crack from the house and all three of them turned to watch the wall to the bedroom collapse in the flames. Stoick tightened his grip on Hiccup's shoulder. Downside to hiding under the floorboards was getting trapped if the fire went too long unchecked. He needed to figure out some new hiding places.

"Raid's over," Spitelout said, "The boy ok?" Stoick looked to the sky and sure enough the devils were leaving. Their take away didn't look too bad.

"He's fine, just a little shaken up." Stoick said as he stood, wiping his hands on his tunic. "Should head to the town square, see the damage." He felt a tug on his arm and looked down into Hiccup's frightened eyes.

"Dad it wath the thame dragon, it looked like the thame dragon." Stoick ran his hand over the boy's head, smoothing his hair.

"I saw." He said. Spitelout gave him a look but Stoick ignored it. He headed to the town square to get the damage report, his hand on Hiccup's back guiding him along. No point in trying to save the house, they'd just rebuild it again. Without the loose floorboards.

* * *

><p>Her mate had to leave, the raid was ending and he needed to bring something back for Her or else there would be no point in stealing the hatchling. The Nightmare couldn't fight off both Vikings so she retreated to the woods and waited for another chance.<p>

She saw one of the Vikings, the smaller of the two, outside the burning nest and then the large one came out with her hatchling in one arm. Once he made it to the other Viking he set the hatchling down and knelt to look the little one over. There was a crack and the Nightmare turned to the Viking's nest as it began to crumble in the flames. The Vikings watched it then started to leave but her hatchling pulled his sire's arm for attention. The Nightmare was too far away to hear them but she could see the tenderness the large Viking used when he ran his hand over the little one's head. The moment didn't last long, not long enough to calm the hatchling at least; he looked around with wide eyes as his sire guided him away.

Creeping through the shadows she kept them in sight and followed as best as she could. Given her size, the growing light of dawn, and all the fires yet to be put out it was not an easy task. But she was a very determined mother dragon and she _would_ get her hatchling back to her nest. The Vikings stopped in a large empty space where her hatchling's sire talked with many others. He kept her hatchling by his side with his arm around the little one's shoulders. She could see the way her hatchling leaned into his sire. She couldn't see his face but she was certain he was looking for her. She hissed quietly, there were too many of them, and the large one kept her hatchling close. Luck was on her side though, because another Viking, who had a strange arm and leg, came up to the little one's sire from the side and knelt to talk to the hatchling. This lured the little one out of his sire's shadow and more into the open. The Nightmare kept her eyes on the alpha and her hatchling so she noticed that the large one was not completely secure with having his offspring out from under him. Rightly so, another was after the little one. A dragon would have kept their hatchling close and hidden from view. Lucky for the Nightmare these were not dragons. She crouched down, shook her shoulders, and spread her wings; ready to take off.

* * *

><p>Hiccup looked around, watching the sky as his father listened to the other adults tell him about what been destroyed and what was taken. That dragon would come back, it had showed up again and Hiccup was sure it would come back. He clutched his father's mail tunic a little tighter as he thought about it; shrinking into his dad more to let the heavy cloak shield him from view. He was glad his dad had his arm around him; it made Hiccup feel safer. There was nothing his dad couldn't do, no dragon he couldn't defeat. Hiccup was sure he would be just like his dad one day, even if he was small now; he could have a growth spurt and then get really big.<p>

"What'cha looking for, sparrow?" Hiccup gave a start. He hadn't seen Gobber kneel down next to him. The big man gave a great laugh and ruffled Hiccup's hair, "Awful jumpy tonight, aren't ya? What's got ye so spooked?" Hiccup felt his dad stiffen a bit, but the chief ignored Gobber and kept his arm around Hiccup. "Actually, what's got yer Dad so spooked?" Gobber said with a pointed look up at Stoick that was ignored.

"Our houthe burned down." Hiccup said. He didn't know why he didn't mention the dragon.

"Ahhh," said Gobber. He pulled a strand of a cobweb from Hiccup's hair, "You were still inside I take it?" Hiccup nodded. "Well, that'd make anyone a bit jumpy I guess." He scratched his chin, "But ya think I could get a bit a' help? Need to check 'round and make sure none o' them beasties is still lurkin." Hiccup leaned into his father and clutched his tunic tighter. A sly little grin followed the twinkle in Gobber's eye, "Ah, don't tell me ye're too scared lad! Naw, ye can't be. Ah well, guess I'll jus' find me one o' the other kids." He started to get up but Hiccup let go of his dad's tunic and stepped out from under his arm,

"I'm not too thcared." But he glanced back up at his father. Gobber laughed and slapped Hiccup on the shoulder, almost making the boy collapse,

"Good lad, knew ye were brave enough." Gobber glanced up at Stoick again, taking in something about the man that made him add, "Jus stay in the square though, where there's people, alright?" Hiccup nodded and moved off a little nervously but his courage grew as he went. He was still near his dad, and he was not scared of some dragon. In fact, one day he'd be killing dragons just like the ones that burnt his house. He could be just as brave as his dad; he wouldn't let some dragon make him hide behind his dad forever.

Stoick was paying attention to all of the reports, but part of his mind was keeping track of Hiccup. He wasn't truly okay with having the boy out of reach and a piece of him wanted to throttle Gobber for convincing the kid to wander. That seemed silly and overprotective though. The boy was fine. The raid was over, the dragons gone. Besides, there were many warriors right here, Hiccup was perfectly safe. It was good that the lad wasn't clinging to him; it showed courage. Much better than fear. Hiccup wandered out of Stoick's line of sight and he interrupted Hoark mid-sentence,

"Hiccup. Stay here." The boy let out a long, dramatic sigh, but came back into sight. Just in time for Stoick to see the same bloody Nightmare swoop down and grab him in her talons.

"Dad!" It was all chaos as everyone leapt into action but didn't really know what to do. The devil ascended too quickly, knocking it out of the sky would be a nasty fall for Hiccup, provided he wasn't hit by whatever was thrown. Hiccup himself didn't know what to do, surrounded by huge claws, caging him in. All thoughts of being brave fled as he watched the ground, and his dad, get further and further away.

"Hiccup!" Stoick ran after them, trying to keep up. He bumped into people, houses, and other things in his way as he kept his eyes on the dragon in the sky. He followed the sound of Hiccup screaming for him when they got out of sight. Not stopping until his brother forced him to. Spitelout grabbed Stoick, held him back,

"He's gone Stoick. You can't find him this way."

The Chief of Berk felt his knees give out as he fell to the ground; his brother went down with him. Stoick was vaguely aware that they were in the woods as the tears came. So much worse than Valka. He loved her truly and deeply but he had had their little son in his arms as he watched her be taken away. He had had Hiccup, his little boy, who was supposed to be safe in Stoick's care. He felt like his heart had been ripped out. To lose his spouse had been awful. To lose his child. Unbearable. He could still hear Hiccup's terrified screams.

"Stoick," Spitelout was shaking him, "Stoick! Think, brother. This isn't the way they usually go!" Stoick realized he was right. They went over the water; they had taken Valka over the water. This one had gone further in. It was still on Berk. Hiccup was still on Berk. "He might be alive," Spitelout said when he was sure Stoick had calmed down.

"He is." Stoick said. He had to be. "We'll find him. That thing looked for him, we saw it before. Came across it on that hunting trip couple weeks back, we'll start in that area."

Spitelout nodded and they both got up and headed back to Berk to set up a search party. Stoick was going to get his son back. And kill the monster that took him.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: And now the story takes a break until January 21, 2015. Mostly so I can start posting another story I've been working on, but also to get the next part of this story organized. It's all over the place in my head and being really difficult to get on paper. **

**To make it up to you lovely readers you can suggest some events for Hiccup with his new "parents" and if I can get them to fit in I'll add them. Keep them in the late Spring - Summer and Hiccup aged eight for now.**

** I will be posting the prologue to a new story next week at this time to tide you over.**

**Thank you for all the reviews, I'm glad you enjoy kid Hiccup. I certainly enjoy writing him and all his antics :) Sadly I'm not going to answer those asking if Hiccup will be raised by the Nightmares because the story's a little more complicated than that. You can't believe Stoick would just let Hiccup go without a fight do you? But no further spoilers for you :)**

**As always thank you to CB for the edit and in the case of this chapter, reworking of some sentences that simply weren't good enough even though it's essay time and you're swamped. You are an awesome person!**


	10. New Parents

She had learned from last time to properly hold her hatchling in her claws so he couldn't slip away. Knowing the Vikings had some ability to attack flying dragons she ascended quickly, trusting that they wouldn't want the hatchling to fall too far. She didn't count on the little one struggling so much; he was so small he slipped through her claws once. She caught him again, more securely. The hatchling's sire has begun to pursue on foot and the little one kept calling for him, even when they were far away from his nest and had lost his sire in the woods.

Her cave came up and she angled down through the trees before opening her wings wide to hover just long enough to put her hatchling safely down then land herself. The hatchling quickly stood and attempted to bolt but she easily prevented escape by blocking him with her wing. He whipped around only to come face to face with the Nightmare. She crooned and bumped him with her snout, knocking him down gently. With a yelp he scrambled backwards, away from her. The Nightmare shook her head and brought her wing closer to stop him and scooped him back to her. She tented herself around the boy and he began babbling at her, she could smell his fear strongly,

"You don't want to eat me," He said, "Gobber thayth I'm too thmall for you to even get a tathte. Thee?" He held up an arm to show her, "No meat."

She shook her head again and chuckled, of course she didn't want to eat him; he was her hatchling. Bending her head the Nightmare rubbed against him, rumbling for him to calm down. The sound vibrated through his chest and his breathing picked up, becoming more unsteady. He stopped talking to bend his head down and covered it with his arms. Concerned the Nightmare sniffed at him, gauging how scared he was. It was normal for stolen hatchlings to want their mothers and sires back, once cared for, though, they would settle with the switch. The Nightmare assumed it would be the same with her little drake. Taking a deep breath she took in his familiar scent; it was mixed with a fair bit of fear as well as salt and a musty, dirty smell. With a questioning croon she nudged his arms out of the way and smelt his hair; there was dirt and cobwebs in it. With an amused rumble she started washing him with her tongue, hoping that the action would soothe him. Instead, he started shaking and sobbing, the salty smell got stronger as his shoulders shook and he curled into himself as much as he could. He was terrified, she could smell it. She stopped washing him and used her chin on his back to pull him closer to her chest and her warmth. She crooned and rumbled to calm him; trying to let him know that it was all right, he was safe. Remembering how his sire calmed him that first night she moved her cheek against his back in circles. She felt him relax slightly after a while and the sobbing slowed till it was quiet whimpering and little hiccups. Pulling back she crooned at him and he slowly lifted his head to look at her with big, frightened eyes. Cupping her wing behind him the Nightmare gently pushed her hatchling into it nuzzling his chest, careful of her teeth. Her little one sniffed and wiped his nose,

"You- you're not going to eat me?" He asked in a quiet voice. The Nightmare gave a dragon chuckle and nuzzled him again, happy he was calming down. "Dad thayth dragonth are evil; that you're dangerouth." The Nightmare snorted, of course she was dangerous. That didn't make her evil. Vikings are dangerous; did that make them evil? Well, she supposed dragons made sure their hatchlings thought Vikings were evil to keep them safe. Even if the savages were merely nuisances in the way of feeding Her, they still killed enough dragons for them to be considered dangerous when it came to hatchlings. Of course her hatchling's sire would tell him that dragons were evil; the Viking wanted to ensure he would stay away from them the same way dragons kept their young away from Vikings. She looked down at her hatchling; his eyes were still wide and he was trying to sit up in her wing. The smell of fear had lessened a bit as well as the salty smell. Pushing him back into her wing the Nightmare sniffed at his face. She could smell dirt and salt so she opened her other wing enough to let in some early morning light to better see her hatchling. Wet streaks trailed down his cheeks; they had washed away some of the dirt covering his face. A rough, wet tongue was dragged from his chin to his forehead as she began washing him again, stopping to nuzzle him when he whimpered. She washed him, rumbling the whole time. A deep sound, a soothing sound, used to calm hatchlings and put them to sleep. When he was clean the Nightmare nuzzled into him again but the hatchling pushed her away,

"Eww, why did you do that?" He said wiping her saliva off his face. The Nightmare chortled; she washed him because he was dirty. Did his sire never wash him? A thump in the clearing caught her attention and she lifted her head, pulling her hatchling in closer, tense and ready to fight. She relaxed when she saw it was her mate shaking himself off before greeting her. They bumped noses and rubbed each other and the Nightmare opened her wings a bit to call her hatchling out.

Hiccup stood when the dragon's head left. It didn't seem to want to eat him but he had no idea of what it did want. He wanted to go home. The wings parted and he could see trees for a second before he heard the dragon make a chucking sound. He ran. The dragon was big; maybe he could make it to the trees and hide then find his way home. He stopped short causing dirt to fly up. There was another Nightmare between him and the trees. This one might want to eat him so he turned back to the first and hid behind her wing, breathing heavily.

The Nightmare looked down at her hatchling; this was an improvement, he saw her as being safe now. The Nightmare's mate crooned at the hatchling and sniffed him. Her mate looked at her then backed up a few steps and brought up several fish. He had known she would not be able to go hunting with a new hatchling in the nest. The Nightmare could feel small hands on her wing as the little one peeked around at her mate and the pile of fish now on the ground. For a moment nothing happened so the Nightmare nudged a fish out of the pile and let out a gentle flame to toast it. She then pushed it toward her hatchling with her chin. He just stared at it and then up at her so the Nightmare gestured at the fish then at him with her snout. Hesitantly he picked the fish up and the Nightmare rumbled in approval before eating her own breakfast. She allowed Hiccup to stay under her wing to eat his.

Hiccup knelt down with the fish behind the wing. He kept his eyes on the other dragon. It was bigger than the one he hid under, it was licking and nipping itself under its wing. The fish the dragon had given him was somewhat charred but mostly under cooked. He picked the charred pieces off it without taking his eyes off the dragon. The big dragon would leave sometime right? Then he might be able to get to the trees and back home. His dad would be looking for him, maybe he would find him. Only the best Vikings went after Monstrous Nightmares, Stoick the Vast had fought them one on one but could he fight two? The boy turned the fish over in his hands, they were shaking. He sniffed, he wanted to go home, he could hear the Nightmare above him eating the rest of the fish and the other one had laid down making growling sounds. What if Hiccup was dessert? He sniffed again, leaning against the dragon's wing with pieces of fish on his lap and the ground. If he couldn't get away his dad would find him. If the dragon wanted to eat him it would have done so by now.

The Nightmare checked on her hatchling when she finished eating and found he had only picked at the fish. He was leaning on her wing, away from her body, but a least he wasn't afraid to touch her completely. The Nightmare could tell by the weight on her wing and the way his eyes drooped that he was tired. It had been a stressful day; up early, his nest burned, stolen from his sire, new nest, and new parents. He was only a little hatchling. She lay down and pulled the wing he leaned against towards her, cupping her hatchling in it. Tired eyes looked up at her. There was considerably less fear in them. Crooning, the Nightmare butted the top of her head on his little chest and rubbed circles, hoping to lull his to sleep. A nap wouldn't be amiss even if it was midmorning.

It was a chilly day but pleasantly warm wrapped in a dragon's wing. The crooning was soothing and the circles being rubbed on his chest were familiar enough to lull him to sleep. The Nightmare purred when her hatchling's eyes closed and his breathing evened out. She looked up at her mate who she knew wanted to see their new hatchling but the little one was sleeping now so her mate would have to wait.

* * *

><p>When Stoick and Spitelout got back to Berk the warriors had been standing around unsure of what to do. Others had come out and given their sympathetic looks they had obviously heard about what had happened.<p>

"Get going!" Stoick barked, "We've the devils' mess ta clean up. Don't stand around gawking!" They hurried to busy themselves. Gobber, however, ignored Stoick and limped up,

"Is he," It was left there, hanging. Anyone else and Stoick would have shot them a glare and moved on but Gobber loved the boy, cared for him when Stoick was too busy to.

"He's alive. The beast took him inland not over the sea. I think I know where to start looking."

Gobber nodded, "Need a search party then? To go back to the woods?"

Stoick nodded, "We need to move quickly, Gobber." He placed his hand on Gobber's shoulder. Gobber would slow them down going through the woods.

"I know. I can still help ya get it together and ready to go." Gobber said in his chipper tone. Stoick chose to not hear the falter in Gobber's voice as his friend hobbled away.

Getting a search party together took surprisingly little time. For Stoick, however, no one seemed to moving quickly enough. Finally Ack, Hoark, Spitelout, and Stoick headed outinto the woods. The small clearing Stoick and Hiccup had camped in was a charred mess. The Nightmare had obviously found it and all that was left was ash. A chill passed down Stoick's spine. What was the devil doing with Hiccup? Why seek him out? Was it possible that they were smart enough to target his son on purpose? No. No, they were just dumb beasts. This was all a coincidence.

"Stoick?" Spitelout was watching him with raised eyebrows.

"We camped here." Stoick said, "First saw the beast not far from here. We'll find a place to set up camp then head down that way."

It wasn't far to the spot where they had first found the devil. When they got to the drop off Stoick motioned for the others to stay back while he crept forward. He hadn't seen where the beast had come from on that day and Stoick wasn't expecting to find much, but this was where he would start. Slowly Stoick came up to the edge and peered over. His heart stopped. Down in the clearing were not one but two Monstrous Nightmares curled in a circle. It took him a moment or two to see his son next to the smaller of the beasts; his red shirt helped him blend into its red scales. The boy was stuck inside the circle the two dragons made. He seemed fine; he sat with his knees drawn up and his arms around them. Stoick could see that he was scared, though. He watched for a while, forgetting about everything else. How was he going to do this with two Monstrous Nightmares?

There was a movement behind him and Spitelout came up to look. He whistled silently. Tapping Stoick's arm Spitelout gestured to the others. They fell back to them.

"There are two." Spitelout said, "Two."

Stoick nodded.

"Two? Nightmares?" Ack said, "Is the boy?"

Stoick and Spitelout nodded, "He's fine, doesn't appear to be hurt."

"Well, there's four of us," Hoark said, "Three can go after the dragons while the fourth grabs the boy."

"Won't work," Spitelout said shaking his head, "That beast wants him. Stayed after the raid was over to snatch him. First sign of us it'll take the boy away while the other fights. They might leave Berk." It was a good point. The dragon and Hiccup would be gone before they got close. Best to stay hidden and wait for an opportunity.

"You want us to do nothin'?" Ack said, "We wait too long and it could be too late for the boy." Another good point.

"Stoick, you remember that time we came across those two nadders with their young?" Spitelout asked. Stoick nodded, he did. They had circled the young in with their bodies. It was typical behaviour dragons showed to defend their young. Stoick paled upon realizing exactly what Spitelout was saying.

"No. There's no way,"

"Sure 'bout that? Remember that ol' goat I had? The one whose kid died in that storm? She adopted a yak calf. Thought it was hers." Spitelout said. Hoark and Ack stared at Spitelout dumbfounded.

"You think that a dragon lost her young and has now decided that she's adopting my son? All because they stalked him, stole him, and are currently guarding him like some nadders guarded their young?"

Spitelout calmly nodded, "Why else would they come for him? He was clearly targeted. If they were goin' to kill him they'd've done it by now."

Stoick shook his head. A dragon stole his son to replace its own young? The beast actually thought a human boy would make a good substitute? It didn't matter. What mattered was getting Hiccup home safe and sound. "We'll set up a watch, camp nearby. They'll let their guard down at some point. Once Hiccup is safe we can dispatch of the dragons."

* * *

><p>Well, this was- boring. Once Hiccup got over the fear that was the only word for it. He just sat there. Oh, he was still scared, especially of the big one, but he wasn't as scared as he had been. They hadn't hurt him, hadn't made a move to. Hiccup was fairly certain that they weren't going to eat him. Besides, Hiccup was a Viking and Vikings weren't afraid of dragons. The one behind him shifted a little but he didn't flinch. He did not flinch. Or hug his knees tighter. He did not wish his dad was here because Hiccup was a Viking and he did not need his dad. He could escape on his own. Not that he would complain if his dad showed up to help. The big dragon let out a long sigh and Hiccup ducked his head down and squeezed his knees tight. He wanted his dad.<p>

The Nightmare rumbled to her hatchling, wanting to soothe him, but she smelt the Vikings nearby. She looked at her mate and he gestured at the hatchling then the cave. They'd be safe in there while he stayed out here to ward off any danger. She reached around and caught the back of her hatchling's covering with her teeth to pick him up. He gasped when she lifted him off the ground but didn't protest; he drew his feet up and curled into a ball instead. She brought her little one into the cave and placed him on the ground, then laid down blocking the entrance. Stolen hatchlings will try to go back to their parents at first. She shot a flame at the hole with wood in it that she had prepared. It didn't catch. Ignoring her hatchling who huddled next to the wall she tried again. It lit this time and she laid her head down.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: It's back and on schedule too. Yay me! **


	11. Adjusting

Hiccup woke slowly. His bed felt weird and his blanket must've fallen off. That was odd too because Hiccup could hear birds singing outside which meant his dad would be awake and Stoick always picked Hiccup's blanket up if it fell. Come to think of it the room was draftier than usual. And there was an odd smell of fish and must.

"Dad?" Hiccup sat up and rubbed his eyes. The room was dark but felt much too large, the ceiling was too high for one thing, and the walls weren't where they were supposed to be. Hiccup was not at home. He was in a dark cave sitting in a 'bed' made of moss and leaves in a shallow hole. One of the dragons was behind him and the other lay in front of the entrance. No way out. It was like some awful dream. A nightmare. Stolen by dragons. Who hadn't eaten him. Licked yes, but they hadn't eaten him. Not even a nibble.

The dragon behind him sighed in its sleep and Hiccup considered the large creature. They had fed him and put him to bed. They were nice. Hesitantly, Hiccup reached out to touch the red scales and found them smooth and warm. Petting the dragon Hiccup wondered if the one that had taken his mother had been nice too. Maybe she was alive. But, based on what Gobber said she'd have come back to Hiccup and Stoick if that were the case, so maybe not.

If these dragons were nice why take him away from Berk and Gobber and his dad? It was a good question that Hiccup simply couldn't answer. His knowledge of dragons was limited to how dangerous they were. Eventually that knowledge would expand, but only on to how to kill them. What would two dragons possibly want with a little boy?

* * *

><p>The Nightmare stretched her long body and gave a contented sigh. She could smell her mate by the cave mouth and her little hatchling next to her. All was right with the world again. She lifted her head and nuzzled her little one before chucking to her mate. The dragon shook himself and stretched before rumbling an answer. He sniffed at the hatchling who scooted back against the Nightmare and pressed into her side. Her mate chuckled and butted noses with her. He gave another shake of his head and sniffed the air outside the cave then gave a low growl. They were still here. She picked her hatchling up and stood next to her mate. Placing the hatchling down under her belly the Nightmare sniffed the air. There were at least three different Vikings; her hatchling's sire included. The little one was kept where he was by her wing, but he probably wouldn't go anywhere with her mate right there. The other dragon barked at her and she nodded; they needed to eat. She could take the hatchling to the river while her mate went to get them breakfast. He gave a snort and took off.<p>

"Ith he coming back?" The little one sounded a bit scared and a bit hopeful. Opening her wing just enough to see him the Nightmare checked him over. Her hatchling looked up at her with red rimmed eyes and his face smelt salty, but it was left over from last night. She nuzzled him and he flinched. He'd get over that. She gave him a quick, reassuring lick before picking him up and cautiously leaving the cave. As soon as she had the room to spread her wings she took off. The hatchling squeaked and curled tighter. It was a short flight but she was forced to land in the river. The Nightmare decided she was walking tomorrow, Vikings be damned. Holding her hatchling above the water she splashed out and set him on the riverbank then shook herself off. Out of the corner off her eye she caught sight of her hatchling making a run for it. Quick as lightening she snatched him up and got him between her wings where he couldn't get away. She closed him in and finished grooming herself. Once done she snuffled at the little one. He was still clean from his bath the day before; smelling more like her than a Viking she noticed smugly. His face needed washing though so she set about it.

"Eww, thtop. Thtop!" Hiccup pushed at the Nightmare's snout and leaned as far back into her wing as he could. "Why do you keep doing that? It's dithguthting." He said wiping the spit off his face. "Yuck." His hair was dripping in his face as he glared at her, "I thmell like fithh breath."

The Nightmare snorted. That was an improvement she thought pushing the hatchling along with her snout. The Nightmare moved them closer to the river for a drink. She didn't give the hatchling another opportunity to bolt. She had to coax him to drink, but they might not come back till tomorrow morning. Strange little thing the Nightmare thought rolling her eyes and shaking her head; he also scrubbed the water on his face and hair. Her mate should be back about now. The hatchling was checking the gap under her wings, she sighed and chirped for her hatchling to follow her so he'd learn. Then she picked him up again.

"Ow!"

In a panic she dropped him and he sat on the ground bent over clutching the back of his neck. With a concerned croon the dragon pushed his hands away. She could smell the blood before she saw it and her breathing picked up, blowing out her nostrils and ruffling his hair. Three scratches were at the nape of his neck with beads of blood forming. Blood smeared on his neck as the hatchling felt it again and checked his fingers. He looked up at her with accusing eyes,

"That hurt."

Hurt. She had hurt her hatchling. She had caused those scratches that bled. His skin was so much softer than dragon scales. The Nightmare should know that from years of fighting Vikings. She knew she had to be gentler with him than regular hatchlings.

"It'th not that bad." The hatchling said. Softly, he reached out and pet her nose, "It'th jutht a thcratth. The bleeding thtopped, thee?" He showed her the back of his neck again. It had indeed stopped. The Nightmare could still smell the blood though. She nuzzled him and cleaned the cuts.

"Hey! Do you alwayth have to lick me?" He sounded okay. The Nightmare was careful to only take hold of his covering this time and lifted him off the ground to go back to the nest.

"Do you really have to carry me?"

She chuffed and bent her head so he was held under her as she pushed through some thick evergreens. Her gate was choppy through the trees.

"I can walk." He pointed out once they were through. She ignored him. When they neared the clearing the Nightmare slowed and smelt the air. _They_ were still there. With a low growl she placed her hatchling on the ground beneath her and waited for her mate to return.

"What'th wrong?" Her hatchling asked picking up on her mood. The Vikings were practically invading her nest. They wanted to take her hatchling away and she would not lose another one. She was a good mother. She deserved hatchlings.

* * *

><p>They had set up a watch but Stoick couldn't sleep. He sat on the cliff and kept an eye on the clearing below. He couldn't see down there in the dark but he was certain he'd be able to see movement if the beasts tried to leave. No one tried to talk to him throughout the night until Spitelout took his turn at watch before dawn.<p>

"He's alright, Stoick."

Stoick didn't acknowledge his brother as he stubbornly watched the clearing.

"You aren't doing yourself or him any good by not getting any rest."

"How many people do you think it would take to overpower the devils in their cave without them escaping?" Stoick asked.

"See? This idea proves that ya need sleep. Do ya really think we could get away with that and not get the lad killed?"

Stoick sighed. Spitelout was right. Hiccup would get hurt or worse if they cornered the beasts in their cave.

"I can't just sit around, Spite. I have a village to run and who knows what the beasts are doing with him."

Spitelout reached over to place his hand on Stoick's shoulder, "He's fine. They're taking care of him. They brought him fish last night, remember."

"He's scared, Spitelout, can you blame him? How long before they realize he's not a dragon, before they tire of him or he upsets them? He's only eight, he can't protect himself." Stoick held the leather tong around his neck in one fist. Three small teeth hung on it; two bottom incisors and one top. The fact that there were only three served as a reminder to Stoick of how young his son was.

"Stoick get some rest. Worrying yourself sick is not going to help the lad."

With a resigned sigh Stoick gave up his sentinel post to lean back against a tree and let himself doze off. He trusted Spitelout to watch carefully. His dreams, however, were not to be trusted and while he didn't remember them when he woke an overall feeling of dread accompanied them.

Sometime later all four men sat near the edge of the drop off; still hidden back in the trees. The dragons had left, one had gone towards the sea and the other had taken Hiccup over the trees. They would come back. They had split up and so would most likely come back Stoick kept telling himself.

"They'd smell us," Spitelout was saying, "And that would scare them away at the least."

"What do you propose we do?" Ack said.

"Wait. They'll let their guard down eventually. Two people can stay out here on watch."

Ack rolled his eyes, "Do you really-"

"Shh!" Stoick said. The big dragon had just landed in the clearing and sniffed the air. Shortly after the other dragon came out of the trees with Hiccup. She had him by the back of his shirt and the boy was curled into a ball. The dragon put Hiccup down between its wings and bumped noses with the big one. Then, just like the night before, it brought up several fish. Stoick couldn't see Hiccup, which was aggravating, but he raised his eyebrows when the beasts singled out a fish, toasted it, and nudged it to where Hiccup was. It was just as strange as last night.

"See? We have time." Spitelout whispered, "You should go back to the village, Stoick. Send two people in a couple of days to relieve us."

Stoick stared at his brother. Go home? Without Hiccup? Just up and leave his son here with those monsters? Then again there was a tower that needed rebuilding and the catapults needed to be restocked. The herds still needed to be situated, planting needed to start, there was a lot to do and Stoick couldn't simply abandon the village because he would rather stay out here when he could set up a watch to do so.

"Send word if anything changes." Stoick said. They all nodded. "I mean it. Any change and you send word." Reluctantly, Stoick got up to go, taking one last look down at the two dragons who were with his son.

The house was quiet when Stoick got home. Someone had made repairs to the outside walls but the inside was still in rough shape. At least it wasn't open to the elements. The swing was just charred rope ends hanging down; the seat gone. Hiccup's boots were near the front door untouched by the fire. He hadn't put them on that night and Stoick hadn't thought about it in the heat* of the moment.

Stoick opened a chest and took out a large sack to shove the boots in. And a change of clothes, Hiccup's blanket, his baby blanket that Valka had made him, some food: jerky, apples, and the like. Stoick would send it with the replacements. It could be left for the boy near the clearing so Hiccup knew they would get him home. Stoick looked at what was left of the swing. Hiccup loved it for some reason. It was easy and quick to build; Stoick could do that as a surprise for when Hiccup came home. All that decided Stoick went out to tend to the village. The house was too empty and quiet for him to stay in it a moment longer.

* * *

><p>In the cave the Nightmare sighed with contentment. Her little one slept in his nest with her curled around him. She was a mother again and her home was no longer empty.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>AN: *Pun intended. **

**I am an awful person. Poor Stoick. **

**I've updated the schedule, thanks to WinterDawnShadow who let me know that it was behind; I thought I had a couple more weeks. Sadly, I still don't know when **_**Imprint**_** will be back, I'm working on it. The schedule shouldn't be affected, I should have everything done on time and weekly postings will continue as usual; Wednesdays around 8 pm my time (mountain time zone, Canada)**

**Thank you for all the wonderful reviews. I'm happy to see so much feedback after the break.**

**WinterDawnShadow: that's not really the plan here, but I'm working on another story that kind of covers that sort of idea. It is an interesting one and I don't think Hiccup would settle even with his mother, he's only eight in this story and after so long he's simply going to want his dad. Hiccup doesn't know Valka so she wouldn't be a comfort for long, he'd still want to go home but he'd bring some curious ideas with him.**

**KaliAnn: I agree the Nightmare needs a name, it gets confusing especially now with two of them. Drives CB nuts in the edits. However, that is something that comes up later in the story so she remains nameless until then. **

**As always, special thanks to CB for the edits. **


	12. Baths and Raids

The first three nights were long. The hatchling would cower away from the two dragons and jump at every movement. He would ask to go home, cry for his sire, and finally settle to sleep as the sun rose and sheer exhaustion overcame him. He would wake in the early afternoon. Such behaviour was to be expected. The days were better. The Nightmare would let him out of the cave but they stayed in the clearing. The Vikings were always above on the ledge looking down, they kept out of sight and the hatchling was unaware but she wasn't. She was ready to leave at a moment's notice, but only if necessity demanded it. There was shelter here, and a river nearby for water that she took the hatchling to each day. The clearing was a good size and well protected. Plus, she had spent time preparing this nest for her little one.

The third morning began like the others; the Nightmare washed the saltiness off her hatchling's face and ignored his complaints. Then all three left the cave; her mate to fish in the sea and the Nightmare carried her hatchling to the river to drink, again ignoring his complaints. She hesitated at the mouth of the cave and sniffed the air; the Vikings were still there, however the sire was gone. In fact none of the Vikings smelt familiar, new ones must have come. The Nightmare paused at the edge of the trees and lifted her head to catch the scent better, her hatchling hanging from her mouth pouting.

"Can we go now? Or put me down."

She shook her head making him sway slightly as she huffed and went into the trees. There were new Vikings. Stupid beasts didn't know when to give up. The Nightmare fumed the whole way to the river; she had thought that when the sire left the others would leave too. She hadn't expected more Vikings to come.

While the hatchling was getting used to her and his new life, the Nightmare knew better than to give him freedom to wander. He was kept between her wings with the river before him. She rolled her eyes at his splashing about; no wonder Vikings took so long to get any flame out if they all insisted on wetting themselves. Using her chin she pushed the little one back away from the water.

"Hey!"

The Nightmare just chuffed a 'look at me' sound, he'd catch on eventually, and took a drink. This is what you did with water, not play with it.

"You done?"

Snarky little thing she thought as she gestured to the river again. The hatchling gave her a look as if he didn't trust her and crawled to the bank. She dipped her head and drank again then nudged him.

"You want me to drink?" He asked. The Nightmare nodded. He gave an exasperated sigh, "I'm not thirthty and I already had a drink."

They weren't coming back till tomorrow so he would need to drink more. The Nightmare barked at the hatchling to smarten up and gestured at the water again.

"Fine," He said throwing his hands up. He scooted closer to the water and cupped some in his hands, "Bosthy reptile."

She ignored him and bent for another drink. She missed the mischievous grin Hiccup shot her and the glance from the water in his hands to her head. If she had seen that she may have been prepared for the splatter of water on her nose. Jerking back she blinked down at her hatchling in shock as he giggled. He definitely wasn't afraid of her anymore. Narrowing her eyes she growled right before she threw water at him in a small wave with her snout.

"Hey!" Hiccup pushed his now dripping bangs out of his eyes but smiled, "You wanna fight? I have to warn you I am a mighty Viking, thon of Thtoick the Vatht, who can take on any dragon." He puffed out his chest as he said this.

The Nightmare narrowed her eyes; he was a dragon now, but time was needed to change alliances. She hunched herself around him and roared quietly before splashing him again. He retaliated in kind: giving a war cry and dodging her splashes. They carried on till the sun had moved a pace or two in the sky. Her mate would have returned which was good as her flame was dowsed for now. She picked her hatchling up and made her chuff bark sound for home so he would learn it.

"I can walk."

The Nightmare rolled her eyes, he said this every day. She wasn't stupid, there was no way she was going to risk her little one running away in the trees. He was soaked, hair and coverings dripping. Weren't Viking hatchlings supposed to be kept dry? Wasn't that something she had learned during that long time of watching? The Nightmare stopped.

"What'th wrong?"

She set him down and snuffled over him, was he ok?

"What are you doing? What'th wrong?" He tried to push her away but she persisted. Her hatchling smelled fine. More like a Viking than he had since she brought him home. She began dragging her tongue over him; partly to wash the water off and partly to cover the Viking smell with hers again.

"Again with the tongue? Ugh, why, I jutht got clean." He gave up on stopping her and crossed his arms to wait till she was done. She snuffled over him again and picked him up.

"Are you done? You sure, you probably mithed a thpot." He grumbled. She ignored him and carried on home.

Hiccup pouted the rest of the way to the clearing. He had been soaked and cold, it was still spring after all, but he had been _clean_. The dragon spit had been rinsed off but no, the stupid beast just had to go and cover him in her spit _again._ It stiffened his clothes up and was uncomfortable.

They entered the clearing and Hiccup forgot to be upset when he saw the bigger dragon pacing back and forth; clearly agitated. It growled and Hiccup curled up trying to make himself smaller. The Nightmare holding him chuffed and crooned. When it saw them the big dragon stopped and barked before coming toward them. Hiccup held his breath as it snuffled over him but relaxed when all it did was give him a quick lick. He blinked up at it but the dragon had shifted his focus to his mate. Hiccup stared up at them from where he hung from the smaller dragon's mouth. They both seemed…worried. But they were dragons, beasts, they shouldn't worry.

"What'th wrong?" Hiccup asked again, mostly to get their attention and maybe be let down. The big one gestured at the cave and Hiccup was brought there and put down. The Nightmare gave her harsh bark that Hiccup was beginning to think meant "stay" or something of the sort. The big one brought up some fish again and burned one then nudged it to Hiccup. He waited for Hiccup to accept the fish and laid down in the cave entrance to watch his mate as she went into the trees.

Hiccup found it aggravating being left in the dark. Dragons were worse than grownups because they _couldn't _tell him what was going on. At least grownups would give some watered down explanation. Hiccup picked at his fish, pulling the crumbled black pieces off and nibbling on the bits underneath. He was hungry so he ate it, ignoring the fact that the dragon had previously swallowed it. It was getting easier to do that. Hiccup took a bite and stopped. His tooth felt funny. Swallowing the fish Hiccup felt his remaining front tooth and pushed it. The tooth was loose. Hiccup sat there in the cave with a charred fish in his lap wiggling his tooth. It wasn't very loose; it would be a while before it was ready to come out if Hiccup left it alone like his father wanted him to the last time. Hiccup was determined not to lose the tooth until he made it back home so he could give it to his father. At that thought he sniffled. It had been three days. Hiccup wasn't afraid of the dragons, at least not the smaller dragon, but he missed his dad. And Gobber. The other kids and his house and his bed and food other than half burnt half raw fish and clean clothes and he just wanted to go home. Hiccup sniffed again and wiped has nose on his sleeve. The large dragon crooned a question.

"I wanna go home." Hiccup said picking at his fish. He expected a growl or other harsh sound at the mention of his home like the other dragon did. Instead the dragon nudged him and made a humming sound. How had Hiccup not noticed that he had kind eyes? The dragon sighed before shifted its body closer to Hiccup and pulling the boy closer with his cheek. It hummed to Hiccup and the boy let himself be comforted.

"Pleathe? I jutht want to go home. I mith my dad." Hiccup whispered the last. He knew that the other dragon hated it when Hiccup cried or asked to go home. She really hated it when he mentioned his dad. The one curling around him now wasn't angry. He rumbled so that the sound vibrated through Hiccup.

There was a rumble-bark and the dragon looked up from Hiccup to his mate. He gave a rumble back and they bumped noses. She reached around and nuzzled Hiccup quickly then retreated and left. Hiccup scrambled up to watch her go. The dragon next to him sighed and chuffed. He seemed worried and Hiccup frowned.

"Where'th she going?"

The dragon whipped his head around so fast and glared at Hiccup. The boy flinched and backed up, afraid of the accusing fire in the beast's eyes. Hiccup held his hands up in a surrender motion.

"Umm, nithe dragon?" Hiccup hit the cave wall in fear at the dragon's agitation. Noticing his fear, the dragon softened his eyes and shifted. The boy relaxed slightly. Sighing, the drake turned back to watch the twilight sky.

* * *

><p>"Hey, Stoick."<p>

"Wha'?" Stoick sat up and blinked blearily. Gobber was standing next to him and the fires were burning low, the torches already out. No one else was there.

"Have you even been home in the past couple a' days?" Gobber asked. He smiled as if it were a joke but there was concern in his voice. Stoick narrowed his eyes and stared straight ahead. Of course he hadn't been home. Why would he go home? Stoick could eat and sleep in the Great Hall so he had no reason to go home once Hiccup's swing had been put up.

"Stoick, he's fine. Spitelout told ya that himself this morning. The beasties are feeding him and he's doing well. So stop yer moppin."

Stoick snorted, that was easy for Gobber to say; he didn't have to go home to an empty, quiet house full of Hiccup's things. Gobber couldn't possibly understand what Stoick was feeling right now. That wasn't fair, though, Hiccup did spend a lot of time at the forge, and Gobber had even cleaned out the back room for the lad. Gobber was missing Hiccup almost as badly as Stoick himself.

"I can't, Gobber, not while Hiccup's out there all alone." He put his head in his hands. He had failed the most basic task of fatherhood: keep the child safe. If Stoick couldn't do that for his own son how was he supposed to keep the whole village safe?

Gobber placed his hand on Stoick's shoulder, "I know, but you need to take care of yourself or you won't do anyone any good."

Stoick sighed. All he wanted right now was to get his son back and forget about the village, but he was the chief and didn't have the luxury of simply being a father. He wished Valka were here. Then, one of them could be out there with Hiccup at least. A crash sounded outside and the doors rattled.

Stoick stood, "What was that?"

"Ah, right. That's what I came here for," Gobber said, "Dragons are raiding."

Stoick shot Gobber an exasperated look but didn't bother to say anything as he grabbed his hammer and ran out the door.

The torches were up and there was a chaos of noise and movement. Without pausing to think Stoick rushed in making his way down to the catapults. While Stoick dealt with dragons on his way. He did not allow himself to get caught up in any of it though, deal with it and move on. Stoick needed to get up to the tower to see where he was needed most and what he was dealing with. It would feel extra good beating the beasts off tonight.

* * *

><p>The day was getting worse and worse. New Vikings by her nest and then the discovery of Viking objects in the woods by her cave. She had wanted to blast the accursed things but then her hatchling would want to investigate it. Instead, she had merely picked them up and got them away from where her hatchling would find them; further into the trees and closer to where the Vikings would be. She hoped they would get the message. However, the final straw to the Nightmare's bad day had been when She called for a raid to feed Her. The Nightmare's mate had gone last raid and she had to go for this one. As much as she enjoyed destroying village the Nightmare did not want to waste unnecessary amounts of time away from her hatchling. She would just snatch a tribute tonight.<p>

That had been the plan anyway, till she saw her hatchling's sire swing a gronkle into the air by its tail. If the sire was gone the Vikings might leave her nest alone and it would then be easier for the hatchling to adapt to his new life. With two beats of her wings the Nightmare landed. She had planned on stalking up to him but he had seen and recognized her. Based on how he gripped his hammer tighter and ran at her the Nightmare was willing to bet that he hated her as much as she hated him.

She lit herself and roared before dodging his first blow. The Viking rolled out of the way of her fire and popped up to swing his hammer at her again, catching her in the cheek. The Nightmare growled and snapped at him; her flames licking out to sizzle his hair but the Viking kept at it. He aimed to kill her, not drive her away.

Her fire was going to die soon and the Viking was not backing down. In a last ditch effort the Nightmare swung her flaming tail at him but the Viking rolled under it and came up swinging at her left flank. She was beginning to think this was a fight she couldn't win. Before the Viking got another hit in the Nightmare leapt into the air letting her fire die out in some sparks that fell back to the ground. She got enough air to circle round and snatch a couple of sheep before leaving for the nest.

She took her place in a cloud of dragons all flying through the mists into the fog and on to the island. Then, up and up to one of the many entrances and inside the mountain. The Nightmare circled round with the others to drop her offering in. The Nightmare wanted to stay in the middle, go unnoticed and get out quick. It didn't go as planned as Her voice sounded in the Nightmare's head.

_One? One? No two?_

The alpha was questioning why the Nightmare was alone without her mate.

_Hatchling. One. Nest. Small._ The Nightmare was careful to give an image of a small Nightmare hatchling. A foundling, not an egg hatchling. A growl came from below sending many of the younger ones skittering away in fear.

_No truth. No scent. Viking. Viking scent._

Not waiting things to develop further the Nightmare was away out of the nest, her heart pounding.

_No Viking_ She insisted, _Raid scent. Hatchling. Youngling late. Foundling no Viking_ By then the Nightmare was far enough away to escape further questions.

She glided down to her nest in the moonlight. Her mate was curled in the mouth of the cave watching and waiting for her. They bumped noses and he crooned, concerned. The Nightmare simply rumbled to assure him she was alright and checked her hatchling's nest. Her heart skipped a beat; her little drake was not there. Panic didn't have time to settle in though because her mate gave a quiet bark and shifted his wing to show the little one curled up and sleeping at his side.

The Nightmare gave an appreciative rumble and lay down beside them to fall asleep herself.
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	13. Homesick

The raid was over. The fight had gone well for the Vikings; the damage was minimal. Stoick could find no comfort in that though; he had almost had the beast before the cursed thing retreated. Stoick had been winning and the cowardly reptile had known it.

"Hoark! I want the docks repaired before the tower. We need to get out there to fish."

Hoark nodded at his chief and started preparations for the repairs. Stoick didn't bother overseeing the preparations; his own thoughts quickly taking over his mind. Stoick had been so close to putting an end to the beast. He would have been able to get Hiccup home then. Stoick noticed his brother hauling some wood down to the docks.

"Spitelout, those sheep secured?" Several of the animals had ended up in the woods during the raid and Stoick had sent his brother to get them back first thing.

"All accounted for, Stoick."

Stoick nodded and moved on. The only blessing of the aftermath of a raid was that there was plenty to do.

It had been about a week. Hiccup was losing count of the days because each one was the same. Get up, go to the river, food, nothing much, supper, bed. It was easier to go to sleep at night, but Hiccup still missed his dad especially at bedtime.

The dragons lazed about under the twilight sky as the first stars appeared amongst the waning light. Hiccup climbed up onto the Nightmare. She didn't even flinch as he clambered over her.

"Where do thtarth come from?" Hiccup asked. The Drake groaned and shifted with a sigh. The Nightmare rolled her eyes. No one knew or needed to know where stars came from. They lit up the night sky and that was all they needed to know. The hatchling scooted between her shoulder blades and she felt him crawling down her neck to lie across her head,

"Do dragonth know?"

The drake shook his head.

"Huh. Vikingth don't either."

The Nightmare yawned and stood with the hatchling still on her head. It was bedtime.

"Woah, what are you doing?" Hiccup said grasping at her horns to steady himself.

The Nightmare snort chirped bedtime like she did every night.

"I don't want to go to bed. I want to thtay out here and watch the thtarth."

She grunted and entered the cave.

"I'm not thleepy I don't want to go to bed." He turned and started crawling along her neck. Once he reached her back the Nightmare turned and caught him by his vest that her mate had given back to him.

"Hey," Hiccup whined as she brought him around and put him down next to his nest. The hatchling sat where she put him with his arms crossed. "I'm not going to bed. I'm not thleepy."

The Nightmare growled low and pointed her snout at his nest and snort chirped bedtime again.

"No."

Oh he was stubborn. She growled again and pushed him toward his nest but he stood up and dug his heels in.

"I don't wanna go to bed."

Patience wearing thin the Nightmare grabbed his vest, dropped him onto his nest, and gave the harsh bark telling him to stay. The hatchling narrowed his eyes and huffed.

"I'm not going to sleep."

Fine the Nightmare thought. As long as he stayed in the nest. She gave the command to stay again and left the cave to sit outside with her mate again, pointedly ignoring his amused chuckling. The night was silent and peaceful; small night sounds from the woods and the crackling snapping of the fire inside the cave. She almost didn't hear the pebbles roll across the ground. She growled and snapped at her mate when he gave an amused look. She was going to put her hatchling to bed and he was going to stay there even if she had to sit on him.

She pushed herself up and turned back to the cave; sure enough her hatchling was up and out of his nest. Why couldn't he be a proper hatchling and do as he was told? The Nightmare stalked up to him and growled. Hiccup's eyes went wide and he backed up a bit but still avoided his nest. Flustered, the Nightmare grabbed him by his vest none too gently and put him back in his nest. Then she harsh bark stay rather loudly. The hatchling cowered down,

"Okay." He whispered. The Nightmare snorted. Good. She turned and stalked out to her mate. The night was too mild and nice to be spent in the cave. She didn't hear from her hatchling again and so settled into sleep.

Inside the cave Hiccup curled up tighter in his nest by the fire. His toes were cold. He wished he had his boots; there were already two holes in one sock and one in the other. The night sounds coming from outside were somewhat frightening and Hiccup felt very much alone. What was taking his dad so long? Was he having trouble finding Hiccup? Or was he too busy to? Dragon raids had started and the warmer seasons were busy, maybe his dad couldn't find the time to look for Hiccup. Maybe he wasn't going to bother. Snotlout was always saying that Hiccup was a terrible heir, that he was too small and no good at Viking things. Hiccup lay in his nest and watched the fire eat away at the branches feeling small and alone. He sniffed; no one was coming for him. Hiccup would have to get home by himself.

The branch hit Hiccup in the face just below his eye as he ran. It hurt, but in a distant way and Hiccup kept running. He could hear the crashing of large creatures behind him. They were gaining on him. Hiccup could do this, he was a Viking, he could do this. The trees slowed the nightmares enough that Hiccup would have a chance. He tripped on a root and sprawled on the ground. They were closer; Hiccup could hear them growling. He scrambled up and kept running, his knee hurt but he didn't let himself slow down. There was a bright spot ahead; an end to the trees and possibly Berk, his dad, and safety.

Hiccup burst out of the trees only to find he was in a clearing. Not Berk. A clearing where two frost giants sat. They turned their ugly heads to look down at Hiccup.

"What have we here?" One said.

"A little morsel." The other said. With a grin that showed missing and rotten teeth it reached for Hiccup. He backed up ad turned to bolt back into the trees but the dragons had caught up with him and glared down with blood red eyes.

"A little bite-sized morsel." The first giant said getting up. Hiccup was caught between two frost giants and two monstrous nightmares and both wanted to eat him. The nightmares eyed up the now standing giants. The larger dragon gave a low growl.

"Back off lizards." One of the giants said, stepping forward. Hiccup had nowhere to run and was trapped. The nightmares both lit themselves and Hiccup saw the smaller one take a deep breath. With nowhere to go Hiccup crouched low and covered his head with his arms. He felt the heat a second before all was pain and angry red light.

"Dad!"

Hiccup shot up breathing heavily. Disoriented he pushed his sweaty hair out of his eyes, "Dad?" It had all been a dream but his dad wasn't here. Hiccup was still in the cave. Both the nightmares had woken up with his cry and were nuzzling him.

"I wanna go home. Pleathe, I wanna go home."

Surprisingly there were no growls or snarls only gentle croons and rumbles. The female nightmare curled around him and both kept nudging and nuzzling him.

"No. I wanna go home." Hiccup said pushing them off him. He turned away from the Nightmare and crossed his arms. He was crying but they were just as much tears of frustration as of fear. The dragons didn't back off though and Hiccup stopped pushing them away, he would just have to put up with it. For now.
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	14. Swimming

Several days had passed and no chance had presented itself to allow an escape. Hiccup had given up on socks now, the holes had gotten so bad there was no point, and went barefoot; he didn't mind so much that the Nightmare insisted on carrying him to and from the river anymore. Kidnapping and licking aside Hiccup didn't mind the being with the dragons, just not day and night. He wanted to go home.

Some evenings Hiccup observed that one of the dragons would go away, but would be back by morning. This routine always alternated, the big one would leave and next time it would be the smaller one. The dragon that stayed behind was always tense. Hiccup initially thought that it would provide him an opportunity to escape but the dragon left behind would guard him more closely. If it was the big one she kept Hiccup smothered with cuddles, the Drake would merely sit next to Hiccup in the cave.

One of Hiccup's biggest grievances with his new life was boredom. He had no one to play with and while the nightmares let him climb all over them they were frustratingly careful about hurting him, worse than even his father. At least Stoick trusted Hiccup to be alone for a little while. The dragons never let Hiccup out of their sight. This of course brought things back to his difficulty of not being able to find an opportunity to escape.

Today was rather warm, by Berk's standards, and both dragons took Hiccup to the river where they lazed about; keeping themselves between Hiccup and the woods. Hiccup sat on a rock with his feet in the chilly water. The river was deep enough to swim, but the nightmares didn't like Hiccup to splash about. They also ensured he kept out of the deeper water which meant he couldn't cool off that way. Hiccup had already rolled his pant legs up and taken his vest and shirt off. He was still too hot and the water looked so inviting. The dragons were lazing about and appeared as if they weren't paying attention, but Hiccup knew better. He kicked his feet as he thought; the sound of the dragons breathing blending with the slight breeze in the tree tops which blended with the sounds of the drifting river. There had to be some way to do _something;_ Hiccup was so bored. There was a tree next to the water by the large dragon. Hiccup studied it; the branches reached out to the middle of the river. He wasn't the best at climbing trees. Well, he was fine at _climbing_ trees. It was climbing down that Hiccup wasn't good at. His dad had gotten so tired of rescuing him that Hiccup had been banned from climbing them altogether. Not that Hiccup stopped his attempts resulting in a constant level of frustration for Stoick. Continuing to study the tree Hiccup planned out how to get up to the branch he wanted. It looked easy enough to climb up and Hiccup didn't exactly plan on climbing down anyway.

Hiccup pulled his feet out of the water, stood up, and stretched. The smaller dragon opened one eye and closed it again. Excellent, they suspected nothing. Hiccup climbed up onto the bigger dragon's back and crawled along her length. Hiccup had observed that the dragons really liked physical contact, more so than Vikings. That was saying something as Vikings didn't believe in personal space. Dragons, however, liked to always be touching, smelling, licking. Hiccup supposed the physical contact had something to do with dragons not being able to talk. This meant that they were fine with Hiccup climbing all over them.

He crawled over onto the Drake and neared the tree. Once he got as close as he dared Hiccup slid down the Drake's large wing and settled into the curve of the dragon's body. Hiccup stayed there for the space of three breaths, then three more for good measure before getting up and fiddling with the rocks at the water's edge. The Drake was watching him drowsily so Hiccup was careful to pretend he was only interested in playing with the stones. He built a little mound before the dragon gave a contented sigh and closed its eyes again.

Hiccup spent a little longer on the stones until he was sure the dragons suspected nothing. Then, he got up and approached the tree. As Hiccup had thought it would be easy enough to climb; lots of good sized branches close enough together to easily get up. With a final glance at the dragons Hiccup pulled himself into the tree.

The Nightmare heard the rustle of leaves and opened her eyes to check on her hatchling. She lifted her head in a moment of panic when she couldn't immediately find him. Another rustle drew her attention to a tree next to the river. The Nightmare breathed a sigh of relief; there he was climbing through the branches. Amused, she settled to watch him. Hatchlings often climbed around to get used to heights and prepare them to fly. Her little drake had no wings but that didn't mean that he should be grounded. At least, she thought as much until she saw her little one fall out of the tree and land in the river with an ungraceful splash.

The Nightmare barked at her mate and swatted him with her tail to get his attention. Both dragons were up in a scrambling of limbs, wings, and river stones. They made an awful ruckus as they thoroughly dowsed their inner flames. The water where the little one fell was too deep for the hatchling. What if he had been hurt by the fall? What if they didn't find him in time? The Nightmare couldn't lose another one.

There was a quiet splash; barely discernable amid all the noise the two dragons were making but the Drake heard it and let out an annoyed snort. The Nightmare whipped around, rather slowly as the water against her wings created drag, and saw her hatchling bobbing in the water laughing at them. Apparently Vikings float. Or swim. The Nightmare narrowed her eyes as she watched her hatchling swim towards her.

"I didn't know you could move that fast on the ground." He said still laughing. What cheek. What was he thinking? The branch he had jumped from was too high and there were rocks here he could have hit. The Nightmare growled and snatched the hatchling by his arm. She was careful of her teeth but if the hatchling was scratched it would be part of his punishment.

His punishment. He clearly needed to be punished; he had disobeyed her rules about the water and done something stupid and reckless. She would have pinned and breathed on her past hatchlings to smarten them up, but this hatchling was too fragile for such a punishment. Fuming, the Nightmare dragged her hatchling to shore, ignoring his cries of protest. She dropped him on the ground; she made sure it was grassy and not rocky. Then she pinned him down with her claw before roaring in his face. That would have to suffice. Still angry the Nightmare stormed off a little ways to cool down.

Hiccup didn't move. His heart was racing and his arm hurt but he was afraid to move. The Nightmare was clearly furious; all Hiccup knew was that it had something to do with the water. The smaller dragon came over and Hiccup sat up and tried to scoot away. The dragon rumbled and curled around him before Hiccup could get very far. It nuzzled Hiccup and licked the cuts on his arm gently, never stopping the rumbling. Hiccup was too scared to move or speak; afraid of angering the dragons further. The Drake sighed as it held Hiccup at its side with its wing. When the wing was moved the dragon gave Hiccup his shirt. With shaky hands Hiccup put it on. He didn't protest when he was picked up by the shirt collar; it was better than being grabbed by the arm.

Instead of carrying Hiccup the dragon twisted around and set Hiccup on its shoulders and barked the signal to return home at its mate. Hiccup held on to the dragon's neck and crouched low to avoid being hit by branches. When they got back to the clearing the dragon settled down and took Hiccup off its back. Hiccup stayed still and quiet, other than sniffing and wiping his nose on his sleeve. He would really like new clothes. He would really, really like to go home and he really, really, really wanted his dad. No matter how badly he'd messed up or disobeyed his dad had never hurt or scared him. Stoick had always told Hiccup what he did wrong and waited before punishing him. Now, Hiccup had no idea what had made the large dragon so angry. It could have been sneaking away, or climbing the tree, or jumping out of the tree, or swimming. The dragons couldn't tell him. His best bet was to simply stay still and quiet.

* * *

><p>"They're back?" Edith asked. She crept up closer to Bur and the edge. Bur nodded. "Where's the boy?" She asked. Bur pointed to the side of the smaller dragon.<p>

"Something's wrong." He said, "The bigger one has left him alone. The small dragon's the one that brought him back. Kid's stayed put since."

Edith raised her brows but didn't say anything. What could they do about it? "Think they're getting bored of him? Or finally figurin' out that the lad's not a dragon?"

Bur shrugged. The Drake suddenly lifted its head and watched the sky for a moment. Bur and Edith stayed quiet as it woofed at the other dragon, lifted Hiccup by his shirt, and put the boy at the other one's side. The dragons bumped noses and the small one flew off. About three breaths passed before the Nightmare acknowledged Hiccup. It rumbled quietly and sniffed at him. The boy stiffened and endured it all without a sound, causing the Nightmare to whine and nudge him. It was sniffing at his left arm and licking it. But Hiccup gave no reaction and the Nightmare gave up, curling its body around him.

"Yer right," Edith said, "Somethin' happened. I'll watch now, you head on back to camp."

Bur nodded and crept away. One more day and they could go home to Berk. Spitelout was up next for rotation, Bur didn't know who was coming with him and didn't care so long as he got to go home. He hung the kettle over the fire when he got to the little camp. Poor kid probably wants to go home too, Bur thought. At least Bur only had to put up with three days and didn't live with the dragons. Hiccup had been out here now for around two and a half weeks Bur thought, though it could have been longer. Stoick knew the amount of days down to the hour. The Chief wasn't dealing with the whole situation well. As far as Bur knew the Chief hadn't been in is house since this ordeal had begun. The poor man worked constantly to ensure his duties were finished so he could come out here for an hour or two and see for himself that Hiccup was alive and well. Bur shook his head in sympathy and poured the now boiling water for his tea.

* * *

><p>Dusk had settled and her mate had gone off to join in the raid after bringing the Nightmare and her hatchling supper. The hatchling had barely eaten. Her little one had barely moved despite her crooning and reassuring rumbling. She wasn't mad anymore. There were dark patches on his sleeve that smelt of blood though and the Nightmare thought she may have gone too far. The hatchling huddled against her and again smelt of fear. Well, he shouldn't have been so reckless. He could have killed himself with that little stunt. Plus, he knew he wasn't allowed in the water. A warm breeze stirred the air as the Nightmare tensely watched the stars come out one by one. She would feel more settled once her mate returned. The hatchling's full weight was against her side letting her know that he had fallen asleep.<p>

The stars were all out. The raid would be fully underway by now. Yet she could hear the sound of approaching wings. She lifted her head and tried to catch the scent but the wind was wrong. Putting her wing over her hatchling the Nightmare curled around him and growled a warning. A blue nadder squawked in answer as it landed. The nadder shook itself and scratched under its wing before greeting the Nightmare. She turned her head away, but the nadder began to approach the Nightmare anyway before freezing. The blue dragon cocked its head at the cliff before giving the warning sound for nearby Vikings. Then the nadder hopped back into the air. The Nightmare rolled her eyes and chuffed in irritation. Of course she knew the Vikings were on the cliff; they were always on the cliff.

That settled the nadder and it landed once more, chucking a question when she heard Hiccup make a slight noise in his sleep. The Nightmare growled; other dragons wouldn't understand and she wanted them to stay away from her hatchling. The nadder was undeterred though and came closer, not even flinching when the Nightmare snapped at it. The blue dragon sniffed and chirped a Viking sound as a question; it could smell her hatchling and knew he wasn't a dragon despite the Nightmare's best efforts to make him smell like one. The Nightmare growled in frustration. There was no denying or hiding it, not while she was without her mate to back her up. Most likely She had sent the nadder to inquire about the hatchling and the Nightmare couldn't keep him safe and hidden as well as scare the nadder off. If She really had sent the nadder then more dragons would come if the nadder failed. Reluctantly, the Nightmare lifted her wing enough for the other dragon to see. The nadder sniffed at the sleeping hatchling then backed up a few steps and flew off toward the nest.

This wasn't good. There was no telling what this encounter meant, but it wasn't good. The rain clouds rolling in weren't good either. They would have to move inside. Perhaps she should teach the youngling how to make fire so he had some way of defending himself.

* * *
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	15. Fire and Stories

The rain continued into the morning. The dragons and Hiccup sat in the cave watching the rain fall in sheets; the trees on the other side of the clearing were blurry and hard to see. Hiccup sighed. It was midmorning and he was already bored, more so than he was on a normal day. The cave was small with the two large dragons, a fire pit, and Hiccup's nest all crammed inside. It didn't help that the Nightmare had stomped the fire out and was insisting on Hiccup staying next to the cold fire pit while she continuously breathed out at him with her horrid fishy breath.

"Will you cut that out?" Hiccup mumbled. The Nightmare snorted and let out a breath again.

"Eww," Hiccup said coughing, "Your breath thtinkth."

The Nightmare grumbled to herself and the Drake chuckled by the entrance to the cave. Hiccup watched in amusement as the Nightmare snapped at her mate. His smile faded when she turned back to him, certain that she was going to breath in his face again but she held back. She was looking at Hiccup but wasn't looking at him, she seemed to be thinking. Without warning the Nightmare blew a small blast at the wall over Hiccup's head. The boy ducked his head down as sparks, dust, and some small rocks fell on his arms which were covering his head. His heart was pounding as the Nightmare nudged his arms away with a croon.

"Why'd you do that?" Hiccup asked with big eyes. He turned to look at the still scorching mark. Was the Nightmare angry again? What had he done this time?

The Nightmare barked and pulled on Hiccup's shirt till he faced her again then nudged the fire pit and blew a burst of hot air again. This time the fishy smell was mixed with smoke. Hiccup looked at the fire pit and up at the dragon,

"You want a fire?" He asked.

The Nightmare rumbled and bobbed her head, obviously pleased.

"Well, why'd you stomp it out then?" Hiccup said. He sighed; of course he wouldn't get an answer, "Jutht relight it then." He said waving his hand. The Nightmare snorted and gestured at Hiccup with her snout.

"You want me to relight it?"

The Nightmare bobbed her red head.

"How?" Hiccup asked. He had no kit. Besides, he only knew how to rekindle a fire from low burning embers, not light one from scratch. Not even Gobber trusted Hiccup with that knowledge.

The Nightmare blew at Hiccup again.

"Will you cut that out?" Hiccup said holding his nose. "Fine. Dad thaid friction can thtart a fire." Hiccup said to himself, "I have no flint but I could uthe two thtickth. I thaw Dad do that onthe," He rummaged around the firewood for two sticks he could use. The Nightmare tried to get Hiccup's attention again, breathing on him, and the fire pit. "Knock it off," Hiccup said offhandedly, peeling the bark off the sticks, he figured that would only get in the way. He couldn't recall whether or not there was bark on the sticks when he'd seen it done before. The Nightmare huffed but left Hiccup alone to rub his sticks together. The action hurt his hands long before any sign of results, not even the hint of smoke for his effort. Hiccup threw the sticks down in frustration,

"Thith doethn't work. Can't you do it?"

The dragon looked away and grumbled.

"Utheleth reptile." Hiccup muttered, "Be that way. You're the one who wantth a fire." He sat back, crossing his arms. A rumble and snort got his attention. The Nightmare leaned down to the fire pit, her eyes on Hiccup, and blew air on it again.

"Jutht light it." Hiccup grumbled. He jumped when the Nightmare barked sharply before blowing again.

"What'th wrong with you?" Then an idea crossed his mind, "You want me to blow fire?"

The Nightmare nodded.

"You know I'm not a dragon, right? Vikingth don't breathe fire." Hiccup said. The Nightmare insisted and he gave in; demonstrating for her by blowing into the fire pit causing the ashes to fly into the Nightmare's nose. She sneezed.

"Yuck!" Hiccup said, wiping snot off his face. The Nightmare set about washing him clean, much to his displeasure.

"I told you." He glared at the dragon. A wind blew in, bringing some droplets of rain with it. Hiccup drew his knees up and hugged them. It was a cold rain and while the cave kept them dry without a fire it was just as cold inside as it was out. However, Hiccup and the dragon were at an impasse; he was unable to light the fire and she was unwilling to do it for him.

Hiccup sat there shivering and glaring at the Nightmare who just as stubbornly glared back. The Drake sighed and shot a burst of flame into the pit to light the fire himself. Hiccup broke eye contact with the Nightmare to put some bark into the fire for more fuel before throwing another log on it. Casting a look up at the Nightmare, Hiccup bent down and blew into the embers of the small fire and stoked it with a stick, causing the flames to flare up.

"And that'th the closthetht you're gonna get." He said.

The Nightmare grumbled but lay down, seemingly content, but who could really tell with her? The Drake rolled his eyes, before settling down for the usual midmorning nap. Except these naps were usually taken outside the cave. Hiccup knew, however, that the dragons only dosed; both the nightmares were aware of everything Hiccup did during these siestas. Today, however, was worse because they were all cramped into the little cave leaving no space for Hiccup to even attempt a form of amusement. And he wasn't the least bit tired.

Hiccup stood and wiped the dirt off his trousers before stretching, "You going to block the door all day?" He asked the Drake. The dragon opened one eye in response to the question.

"Ok, sheesh." Hiccup said. He looked around the cave crammed with two large dragons. "It'th going to be a long day." Hiccup sighed. The Drake huffed in apparent agreement and Hiccup glanced at him out of the corner of his eye,

"What about a thtory? I kind of know the firtht one: about the how the world was made." Hiccup sat again, against the Nightmare. It made her happy and let Hiccup keep an eye on the Drake and his reactions.

"Burning ithe, biting flame; that ith how life began."* Hiccup started, "Thouth ith Muthpell. It'th firey and too hot for anyone to live who ithn't born there. North is Niflhiem It'th ithy. Between them wath Ginnungagap. It wath empty but the riverth in Niflhiem came into it. Only, the riverth turned to ithe and everything in northern Ginnungagap wath wintery. Thouthern Ginnungagap wath jutht ath hot ath North wath cold. The middle wath jutht right, like a thummer evening.

"Firtht there wath the giant Ymir. He'th a frotht giant. Gobber thaid that they're huge!" Hiccup said leaning back and holding his hands out and up to demonstrate. The Nightmare didn't open her eyes and the Drake huffed.

"They're real thcary but Ymir wath alone tho he had no one to thcare. Or eat. Gobber thayth they eat people. Thome of them do at leatht. But Ymir didn't cauthe there wath no one to eat. He would have if he could have, though, becauthe he wath evil. Not jutht Gobber thayth tho either. All the adulth thay he wath evil. Have you ever met a fotht giant?"

The Drake sighed and the Nightmare gave a dragon chuckle. Hiccup glared at the dragons and took a deep breath,

"Well," Hiccup said, "While he wath thleeping he thweated. A man and a woman grew out of it under one of hith armpitth, ummm." Hiccup paused for a moment, "It wath hith ri- no left! It wath hith left; I remember becauthe I'm left-handed. Gobber thayth that'th a thign that the Trickthter, Loki, Thtayth near me; which ith why I mesth thtuff up tho much." Hiccup stopped, he hadn't meant to say that. He preferred not to think about it. When Gobber had told Hiccup about the Trickster's affinity for left-handed people Hiccup had tried to use his right hand, but that only made him clumsier. When Stoick noticed that that was the cause of the increase in spilled milk and much longer meal times he told Hiccup to stop messing about and use his correct hand.

"Umm, where wath I?" Hiccup continued, "People, right. Tho they came from armpit thweat and then ithe in Ginnungagap melted and a cow wath formed. I don't know how, I mean, wouldn't new cowth form every thpring then? Anyway, the cow wath called Auduma. She licked another man named Buri out of the ithe. I don't know what he wath doing there and neither doeth Dad or Gobber."

The Nightmare growled a little at the mention of Hiccup's father, as usual.

"Well, they don't." Hiccup said, "Buri'th thon wath Bor and Bor married a daughter of Bolthor, one of the frotht giantth. I don't remember her name but it began with a 'B.' They had three sonth named Odin, Vili, and Ve. Thethe three didn't like Ymir or the frotht giantth and eventually hated them. Their hatred grew until they attacked Ymir and killed him! The three brotherth lugged the body to the middle of Ginnungagap." Hiccup grew more animated as he got more excited with the story; miming the actions of the heroes,

"There they made the world from Ymir'th body and mountainth from his unbroken bones. The broken oneth were made into rockth. Hith blood they uthed to make laketh and the thea. Then, they made a huge," Hiccup spread his arms wide to show the two napping dragons just how huge, "Ocean that'th tho big no one even dareth to try and crosth it. I don't know how all the water became blue if it wath made from blood though. Gobber thaid that frotht giantth have thin blue blood but Dad thaid that Gobber should thtop filling my head with nonthenthe. Can you fill a head though? I mean, get tho many thoughtth in there there ithn't room for any more? Where do all the thoughtth thtay?"

The Drake huffed loudly.

"Right, thorry." Hiccup continued the story, "Then Odin, Vili, and Ve lifted up the thkull, Ymir'th thkull, and made the thky from it. They put the thkull so itth four cornerth reached the endth of the earth. They thet a dwarf under each corner, I don't know where they got the dwarveth from; their nameth are Eatht, Wetht, North, and Thouth. That would be awful don't you think? They jutht thtand there alone holding up their corner. It would be tho boring; like being thtuck inthide on rainy dayth every day."

The Drake finally had enough. He huffed and blew a small flame at the Nightmare. With a groan and a stretch the Nightmare curled her tail around Hiccup to hold him against her and put her wing over him, woofing her sleep noise.

"It'th thtill daytime, I'm not tired."

The Nightmare didn't move her wing. Hopefully, the rain would let up soon; for the good of all three of them. Hiccup grumbled under her wing. He needed a nest mate to play with, the Nightmare thought. The problem was that he had no nest mates. The Nightmare laid her head back down, ignoring the hatchling's grumblings. A dragon nest mate would help her little one learn about his new life. The Nightmare thought about the problem; she could always lure the lone black hatchling out with the promise of a flight. He wasn't allowed to leave the nest without a grown dragon. The Nightmare could bring him here to play with her little one. That was what she would do; bring home a playmate for her hatchling.

* * *

><p>It had been 24 days. 24 long days since that winged devil had stolen his son. Three weeks and four days of living with dragons; one month of regurgitated half-burnt fish, sleeping in a drafty cave, and wearing the same dirty clothes with no baths. While hardships similar to these were common, minus the regurgitated fish, on voyages or long hunting trips children Hiccup's age usually only went out for a night or two. A week tops. And they were with adults; not held captive by fire-breathing monsters.<p>

Stoick stared down, into his still-full mug of mead. Hiccup was fine, that's what the reports said. Stoick saw that himself whenever he went to see the boy. Except Hiccup wasn't fine. He was thinner, for one thing. Stoick hadn't thought that possible but there it was. Stoick could also see how tired the boy was. Hiccup clearly wasn't sleeping well. The others couldn't tell but Stoick knew just how active and chattery his son was and what he saw in that clearing was not Hiccup's normal behaviour. It was much closer to how the boy acted Snoggletog afternoon when he was tired from barely sleeping the night before but trying to not show it.

The bench rattled as Gobber sat down.

"So, Stoick," Gobber waited for Stoick to look up from his mead, "I was thinkin."

Stoick raised an eyebrow, this wasn't promising.

"Spitelout's headin to the clearing day after tomorrow and is lookin for a volunteer to go with 'im." Gobber paused.

Stoick could see where this was going; he rubbed his face. "I need ya here. Who'd run the forge? It's raid season, Gobber. Two or three warriors we can do without but we need the forge up and running."

"And we need our chief here too, but you go running off ta the woods every chance ya get. And go lookin for the nest from time to time. There are others who can work the forge. Put Hrothgar in there." Gobber said, waving his good hand.

Stoick raised his brows and turned to face his friend, "Hrothgar? You'd let Hrothgar back in yer forge?" He actually smiled when Gobber cringed.

"Ah, he's not _that_ bad. Jus' has no love or care for it. He's the best one around, little hope that that is." Gobber thought about it for a moment, the hesitation clear on his face, "But he's not ta touch anything he doesn't have to." Gobber said, pointing the mug at the end of his arm at Stoick, "Repairs and simple weapons only. And nails. For unimportant things, like wheelbarrows." He sighed, "It's only a few days and I haven't seen the lad at all. It's been 24 days, Stoick."

That got him, Stoick sighed, "Fine. If you trust Hrothgar in the forge for a few days you can go."

Gobber nodded, "So, ya going to drink that or just stare at it?"

Stoick decided not to respond and went back to his thoughts.

"Have ya eaten at all today, Stoick?"

'You know I have cause you were here at breakfast."

"Right, right. But since?"

Stoick decided not to respond to that either.

"Uncle Stoick?"

Both men turned to the group of children standing by the table. It looked as if Snotlout had been pushed forward to speak for the group; he was fidgeting where he stood.

"Umm, we were, we were wondering if,"

The Hofferson girl sighed, stepped forward and drew herself up, "We want to help. We can go watch the dragons so the warriors don't have to."

Stoick looked them over. The twins were barely standing still and acting civilly, the Ingerman boy looked about ready to wet himself. Snotlout looked nervous too; only the Hofferson girl held her head high and stood steady. A seeming warrior in discipline already, though she was yet untested. They were all untested and too young.

"No." Stoick said.

There were visible breaths of relief from two of the boys.

"Told you," One of the twins muttered to the other.

The Hofferson girl blinked, "But-"

"I said no."

"Let's go," The Ingerman boy whispered. Snotlout was nodding. The girl stood her ground.

"Sir, we want to help, it's just watching,"

"I said no and I don't appreciate being argued with." Stoick said.

"Yes sir." They all chorused. Except the girl. She huffed, she tried to hide it but Stoick saw. She wasn't so disciplined as to hide her annoyance, yet.

"Yes sir." She finally said. The children left.

"Huh." Gobber said, "Could have agreed, keep the warriors at home."

Stoick fixed his friend with a look, "They're children. Hiccup's age."

"Less prone to disaster." Gobber countered with a grin.

"Still children. Though, the Hofferson lass shows promise."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I really like how this one turned out. I seem to remember hearing or reading somewhere about the connection between Loki and left handed people, but I can't find anything on it and it sounds like it could have been after Christian influence got into the Norse culture so don't take it as fact or a real belief. Is anyone else done with Hiccup's lisp? I've been done with it since the second chapter when he had it to tell the truth. I considered taking it out just for when he tells the story but CB convinced me not to so sorry if it's hard to read. Reading it out loud helps, I find.**

*****_**The Penguin Book of Norse Myths: The Gods of the Vikings**_** is the version I used of the story that Hiccup told. It is the real myth although Hiccup left out some bits and messed minor details up in his telling. This site has a brief telling, if you find it interesting I advise you find the book I used as it is described better and told in story fashion. . **

**Thanks to: AniLovesMe for Hiccup's fire lesson idea. I was going to have him light it but when I wrote it that didn't work out. **

**Also Hopelessromantic4life for the nest mate idea. I know this isn't what you meant but it's the closest the Nightmare will come to that. Don't get too excited though, I'm not planning on deviating from the movie very much.**

**And thirdly, thanks to Monkey Lover 911. I wasn't going to have anything with the other kids until later but you mentioned having them try and rescue Hiccup and that idea stuck. **

**KaliAnn: I don't think the communication would ever get that detailed. I worked with horses for three years and while I could read them well it wasn't that cut and dry. Same with my husky. The movies do well with it, I find; the relationship between Hiccup and Toothless is very similar to horse and rider. There's still some "What do you mean?" going on in their communication. Most of it is learning to think the way they do: I treated the horses the way a horse would treat them, same with my dog. I knew what made them tick and so could anticipate their responses/ actions. I don't think Hiccup would go that far with the nightmares because he wants to go home; he doesn't **_**want**_ **to go that far. If it were by choice, yes, he does it with Toothless, but here it's forced and that boy could outdo a mule for stubbornness.**

**Kas3y: Really? Why don't you like Astrid? I'm curious because I know there are people who don't like her and I don't know if it's an as a person thing or a character issue. Personally I like her but I'd like to hear about why she is disliked. Character building and using flaws and all that. Plus, it's a challenge to keep them in character and get people who disliked them to like them. I did that to myself with Valka in **_**Imprint**_**. I don't think she was justified abandoning Hiccup (She could have come back but didn't) yet when I wrote that I was grudgingly accepting it. Still don't like her much but she's growing on me. Stoick's too good for her though.**

**Hopelessromantic4life: Umm, I really debated with your question; on the one hand I'm tickled pink that anyone would want to write something based off one of my stories and I love creativity, but on the other hand the Nightmare and the Drake are like my babies and I'm not ready for someone else to look after them just yet. In the end I'm okay with it but I'd appreciate it if you didn't post it until this story is done. It's a bit of a long wait, there are three more chapters to this part and then part three isn't written yet but will possibly be 7-8 chapters. Then it's done. I would like you to wait so that the Nightmare's character remains pure for this story, there are still little details you don't know yet that motivate her. **

**TheWoofster: I pulled the fire-breathing as a punishment from the movie's "Not so Fireproof" scene, where all the Terrors are roaming about and they shoot fire at each other almost constantly. **_**Pirates**_ **was supposed to be a one shot that turned to more one shots and will eventually grow. It really isn't one long story, other than having pirates in Berk for the winter, more like a collection of stories, and it's not on the schedule because it's a post-as-I-write thing. I got behind on the main stories so I haven't worked on that one other than story ideas in a while, I've been thinking of continuing. It doesn't get a lot of feedback but if I get enough requests to continue I might consider adding it to the schedule for regular updates, otherwise it'll be random updates. **

**As always special thanks to CB for the edit.**


	16. Rain and Colds

"Should we really be doing this?" Fishlegs asked as he took another tentative step away from the open door of Astrid's house, where he was supposedly keeping watch. The rain always seemed to fall at angles in Berk and right now it was angled to come in through the door and soak Fishlegs' pants from the knees down.

Astrid looked up from the bag she was packing, "Why shouldn't we be?"

Snotlout and Fishlegs shared a look over her head,

"Uh, because the Chief said no?" Snotlout said.

Astrid waved her hand without looking away from her bag, "We can get closer than the adults since the dragons apparently don't hurt kids. Plus, he only said we can't go help with the watch. He never said we can't go to the cave on our own. The grownups need our help even if they don't know it."

Snotlout shuffled a bit, "Yeah but wouldn't the Chief-"

"He isn't doing well. All the adults say so. We can help fix that." Astrid said standing, "This will prove that we can help. Now where are those two?"

Snotlout shrugged, "Don't want to go out in the rain? Don't really blame them. Not that I can't handle a bit of rain." He lifted his chin and put his fists on his hips. On all accounts he looked ridiculous. Astrid rolled her eyes.

"You know, I'm not really allowed out in the rain," Fishlegs put in, looking out at the downpour, "I could get in a lot of trouble."

Looking up at the ceiling Astrid took a deep breath and counted to seven. Sometimes she felt like there was no hope for her generation. Fishlegs was too cowardly, Snotlout boasted too much- which wouldn't be bad if he could at least follow through on his boasts, the twins were- well the twins, and the Hope and Heir of the Hooligan tribe was currently being held by two dragons who thought he was their baby, or something ridiculous like that.

"Then stay home." Astrid said, "I don't care what you do so long as you don't get in my way." She glanced at the door when she heard the twins burst in. Finally! Good thing they were leaving soon; Astrid's mom would have a fit when she saw the trail of mud they all tracked in. If they came home victorious Astrid would have the chance of not getting in trouble at all.

"It's about time," Snotlout said, "Did you bring them?"

"Oh yeah," Ruff said as her brother opened the sack he carried. Inside were five daggers, the only weapons that they could get a hold of and use. In another year or two Astrid would get her very own axe; as soon as she was strong enough to lift one. For now she practiced with the hatchet but wasn't allowed to 'play' with it. She considered taking it but that would be noticed and then her parents would be looking for her sooner than she wanted them too.

The kids each took a dagger.

"This is so cool!" Snotlout said, "We're going to be heroes!"

'If you stick to the plan." Astrid said. There really wasn't much of a plan yet. She needed to get the lay of the land around the dragons to really come up with one. She was mostly bringing the others so they didn't blab.

"So we ready?" Tuffnut asked.

"I guess," Fishlegs said as he checked the room for anything they may have left behind.

"Let's go." Astrid said hoisting her pack. She took a deep breath and stepped out the door. Into the rain and into the large frame of Ethelred, Mr. Hofferson's best friend; Astrid cursed, they had forgotten about keeping watch. Ethelred looked down at them somewhat surprised as the rain poured off him, his dark hair dripping into his eyes.

"Where are you off to?" He asked as he looked behind Astrid at the other kids and their packs.

"We wanted to go hiking." Astrid said. She could see Snotlout nodded enthusiastically out of the corner of her eye.

"In this rain?"

Astrid shrugged, "We're Vikings."

Ethelred raised his eyebrows and looked behind her into the house, "Yer father home?"

"No, he's at the Great Hall." She hoped he would leave and let them go, she crossed her fingers behind her back.

Ethelred grunted, 'Then you all can come with me."

"Why?" They all asked.

"For the company." Ethelred said as he turned to go.

"Company? We never get to be company! Alright!" Tuffnut said and he high fived his sister.

"Moron," Snotlout muttered, "We've been caught. Now we won't get to go."

It was true. If the twins didn't give it away Fishlegs certainly would. Astrid cursed under her breath; they hadn't even made it out the door.

* * *

><p>Seeing as the aversion to mud was merely about being clean and Vikings being too lazy to wash their young, the Nightmare didn't think there would be a real reason to keep the hatchling inside the cave on the second day of rain. Besides, her hatchling seemed to like being wet; he was obviously bored and wanted to play outside. Quite frankly, the Nightmare wanted him outside as his abundant energy was quickly driving her up the wall. It wasn't raining all that much, a constant drizzle really, at least, for a dragon.<p>

The hatchling enjoyed playing in the mud and rain, building a village out of. the mud complete with rivers and lakes, pulling up grass and using sticks for the buildings. The Nightmare watched him from the entrance of the cave; staying out of the rain herself to keep her inner fire lit. He barely noticed he was drenched for most of the day as his mud village became more and more intricate. The Nightmare curled her tail around him though, keeping him safe in the enclosure. Even through the rain she could smell the Vikings up over the ridge.

At dusk she barked for her hatchling to follow. He didn't respond or let on that he had heard. The Nightmare rumble-chirped her inside noise to let him know to go inside before catching him by the back of his shirt and bringing him in herself.

"Hey." He said as he pulled his feet up, curling into a ball. The Nightmare brought him in out of the rain and put him down next to the fire. Her hatchling sighed as the Nightmare snuffled over him and licked the mud off of him and his coverings. "Thtop! Why do you keep doing thith?" Hiccup tried to push the dragon off but she ignored his small hands until she was done. Grumbling, Hiccup wiped the spit off. The Nightmare rumbled in amusement as she settled herself to block the entrance.

Now that Hiccup was inside next to a fire and out of the rain he noticed how cold he was. The wash from the dragon wasn't helping as he sat there shivering in his wet things. "Would be nithe to have dry clotheth." Hiccup said to the dragon. She huffed; her mate would be home with supper soon.

"I could go home, get thome new clotheth."

The Nightmare growled as she always did when he mentioned going home. A breeze blew into the cave and Hiccup scooted closer to the fire, "I'm cold."

The Nightmare let out a long breath, she had learned to ignore the little one's chatter at this time of day. He'd dry off eventually. He was probably hungry; being hungry or tired usually led to him wanting to go back to his village and sire.

Hiccup, on the other hand, was starting to think there might be something to his father's rule about playing in the rain.

The sun was high enough in the sky to reach into the cave. The warmth of sunlight on her scales woke the Nightmare. She shifted, stretched, and sighed contentedly. It had been a while since she had slept in; her hatchling woke just before dawn every day. Her mate was still sleeping, curled around the other side of the hatchling's bed. With a yawn she checked on her little one. While it was nice to sleep in it was unusual for the hatchling to not be awake. Crooning she nudged him, but he groaned and curled in tighter. Her hatchling was warm, more than usual, and his smell had changed. Something was wrong with her little one.

She barked at her mate to wake him then nudged her hatchling again.

"My head hurtth." He said instead of moving. The Nightmare looked at her mate in concern; she didn't know what to do. She hadn't observed anything in the Viking nest that helped her right now.

Her mate sniffed Hiccup then gestured up where the Vikings always watched.

The Nightmare narrowed her eyes. How dare he? This was their hatchling now, not the Viking's. She was not going to lose another one. Moving over Hiccup protectively she growled in reply then ducked down to groom her little one; maybe that would make him feel better.

Nothing worked though. Hiccup didn't get up, didn't eat, he simply lay in his nest with heat coming off him. "I wanna go home." He moaned softly, "I want my dad."

The sound of him broke the Nightmare's heart. She crooned and wrapped around him. Didn't he know his sire wasn't a good parent? The Nightmare was better. The hatchling had never been left alone by her, hadn't been cooped up. She took good care of him. Why would he want to go back?

Hiccup was miserable. His head and throat hurt and he couldn't stop shivering. He felt hot and cold all at once. He wanted to go home, he missed his bed. He missed his dad. Whenever Hiccup didn't feel good Stoick kept a bowl of boiled water next to the bed with herbs in it so the whole room smelled minty. He would came home more frequently during the day and sit with Hiccup at night if he couldn't sleep. One time, when Hiccup was really sick, Stoick had stayed up all night with him even though it was raid season and sleep was precious.

Hiccup knew that the dragon was trying to care for him but the cave was dark and drafty. The nest smelled of smoke and old fish, not mint. The Nightmare was too hot and scaly, nothing like his father. Even when she rubbed circles on his back with her chin it only made Hiccup miss his dad more.

* * *

><p>By midafternoon Bur and Edith were quite concerned. They had seen the small dragon leave and come back but they hadn't seen Hiccup. At all. The sun was out and the day was as warm as Berk could get but Hiccup was nowhere to be seen. The larger of the two dragons hadn't been seen either. They were discussing whether one of them should take the risk to go down to the cave when Spitelout and Gobber showed up.<p>

"How's the lad doin'?" Gobber asked, leaning against a tree. With only one good leg it had been a long trek for him. Edith and Bur exchanged a worried look.

"Hasn't come out today." Bur said. Gobber straightened up and Spitelout turned from the sleeping roll he was laying out to look at Bur.

"What do you mean?" Spitelout said.

"I mean we haven't seen hide nor hair of the boy all day." Bur was frustrated; not just at the fact that he was forced onto this shift, but also because he was worried about what would have changed overnight to make the boy a no show all day. Had Bur missed something the day before that indicated the dragons had tired of the lad? He _really_ didn't want to go to Berk and tell Stoick that they hadn't seen his son that day.

"Did they leave in the night?" Spitelout asked. Gobber was as close to the edge as he dared, looking down for any sign of life. Smoke was steadily coming from the cave; rising up in wispy spirals.

"No." Edith said, "The small one's been out and back."

"I'll creep down and check. I don't know how close I can get without spooking them off though." Spitelout said.

Gobber stood up, "No, I'll go. Jus' let me change out my axe. No, don't you argue," Gobber said before Spitelout could protest, "I'll seem like the least threat missin' limbs like I am." Gobber tuned the others out as he took his axe off and put his hammer on, having brought it just in case. Using his one hand he grabbed the bag containing items Stoick sent for Hiccup and set out down the hill to the left of the cliff.

Gobber walked quickly through the trees to the clearing and tried to be non-threatening, not an easy feat for a battle hardened Viking approaching the den of enemies. He made sure to stomp his foot and even whistled as he came into the clearing so the beasts would know he was there. Gobber heard a deep growl as he neared the cave's entrance. A gruff bark caused the growls to cease. A deep red monstrous nightmare crept out and sniffed at him. Holding his ground, Gobber slowly held is arms up,

"Don't mean ya any harm, beastie. Jus' want ta make sure the lad's doin' okay."

The dragon glanced back inside the cave before giving Gobber a thorough look over. Locking eyes with Gobber the dragon stepped away from the entrance. Gobber moved past the dragon into the cave, aware that the dragon followed closely before blocking the cave's entrance. No chance of getting the boy out. Even with the fire it was dark in there. Gobber could see the other dragon lying on the other side of the fire, but no Hiccup.

"Hiccup?" Gobber called. His fear was growing larger by the second as he looked frantically around the cave. His mind was going to all sorts of dark places when he noticed a rustling near the second dragon,

"Gobber?"

Gobber sighed in relief and moved towards Hiccup's voice, "Why aren't ya outside lad?"

There was silence for a moment then Hiccup's quiet voice again, "Don't feel good."

The dragon gave a low growl as Gobber approached but didn't move against him. Gobber's eyes adjusted by that time and he could see the boy sitting up against the dragon's side on a bed of moss and leaves. Kneeling down Gobber placed his hand on Hiccup's forehead.

"You are a bit warm." Gobber might not know much about children and fevers but he could at least tell that this child had a fever. He was unprepared for Hiccup to climb into his lap and wrap his arms around Gobber's neck. "Now lad, no need to be clingy." But he was holding on to Hiccup just as tightly.

"I wanna go home," Hiccup whispered into Gobber's neck, "I want my dad."

"I know, lad," Gobber patted the boy's back in what he hoped was a comforting way, "But the beasties want ta keep ya for some reason and we'd rather not frighten them into taking ya away."

The Nightmare snuffled at Hiccup and he let go of Gobber to push her away. She sniffed but backed off and Gobber raised his eyebrows as Hiccup laid his head on Gobber's shoulder again, reminding the man of why he was there.

"What doesn't feel good?" He asked, trying to remember Stoick's instructions for when Hiccup wasn't feeling well. It wasn't an easy task as the last time he had heard them was over a year ago and Hiccup had never been ill when Stoick wasn't home. Mostly because Stoick timed it so he only went away to visit other chiefs or look for the nest when Hiccup was least likely to come down with something, usually in the dry parts of summer, and kept his trips short.

Hiccup shrugged. Stoick had warned Gobber about Hiccup's tendency to be vague when he was ill, keep pressing the boy to find out his symptoms.

"Well, you've got a bit of a fever, ummm," Unfortunately, Gobber couldn't remember other symptoms. Hiccup pressed in closer. "What would your father do right about now?" Gobber asked eyeing up the dragon as it leaned over his shoulder.

Hiccup shrugged again, pushing the dragon away. "Athk quethtionth? He utheth mint. And my thpethial blanket."

At that Gobber grabbed the bag he had brought, "Yer dad sent some things for ya." He put the bag in the boy's lap.

"Like what?" Hiccup opened the bag and pulled out a clean shirt. Putting that aside he rummaged around and found his baby blanket. Settling back against Gobber he pulled the blanket up so it was over one shoulder.

"Why don't you change into some clean clothes?" Gobber asked.

"I don't want to. My head hurtth when I move." That would explain his apparent disinterest in the sack. And a second symptom. Dehydration was supposed to be a problem too, wasn't it? Gobber found his water skin.

"Here lad," Gobber took the top off and gave it to Hiccup, "Just a small sip, there ya go. Keep at it." Hiccup finished the water and leaned on Gobber again, his eyes growing heavy. He didn't bother to push the dragon's head away and let her snuffle over him but he held his blanket tighter so she couldn't take it.

Gobber tried to refrain from tightening his hold on Hiccup when the dragon moved closer, repeatedly telling himself that the dragon meant Hiccup no harm. He especially didn't want to make the beast think that he meant to take the lad away, just yet. The dragons could easily kick him out and Hiccup needed Gobber to get along with the beasties; till the boy felt better at least.

"Why don't you have a lie down and sleep for a bit while I go get some things to help ya feel better." Gobber said. Hiccup didn't respond; he had already fallen asleep. Eyeing the dragon Gobber carefully set Hiccup down and spread the blanket over him.

"I'll be right back. If yer as smart as yer seemin' to be you'll leave him be and let me get him what he needs." Gobber said to the dragon that was currently curling around Hiccup. Gobber could've sworn the deep bark was directed at him as she tucked Hiccup under her wing. The other dragon let him leave and Gobber headed to the river to fill up his water skin before going back to the others.

The Nightmare watched the one-legged Viking hobble out and turned back to her hatchling. He still smelt wrong and had heat coming off him but he was calmer. She groomed him again; erasing the smell of the Viking. The Nightmare hated to admit it but a Viking had done more in a few minutes than she had all day. She didn't want to let the thing back into her nest but she was still unsure about what to do for her hatchling and the little one was clearly unwell.

Gobber limped into the clearing, cursing the woods under his breath. Traipsing through the trees and brambles was not easy with a wooden leg. The other Vikings sat round the banked fire talking.

"Aren't you two supposed to be off ta Berk?" Gobber asked by way of greeting.

"Yes, of course. We'd just trot on off and tell the Chief that we've nothing to report because we haven't seen the boy." Edith responded shortly. It had been a wet few days and she wanted to go home.

Gobber chuckled as he sat on a log by the fire, "Don't blame ya. Boy's got a slight fever and headache, which is why ya haven't seen him."

"Great." Edith said rolling her eyes. Bur elbowed her; as much as this inconvenienced them it was worse for the boy.

"How bad is he?" Spitelout asked after giving Edith a sharp look.

"Not too bad, I think. Wants his dad, but I wouldn't tell Stoick that; he'd come out here faster than Thor's chariot to try and get the lad. Those dragons are keeping a careful eye on him, but the beasts let me into the cave to see him." Gobber paused for a moment, "Do you know what Stoick does when the boy's sick? I got more water for him but all Hiccup mentioned was somethin' about mint."

"You know more about that than I do; Stoick leaves the boy with you when he goes off." Spitelout said watching Bur and Edith as they got themselves ready to go.

"Your son's 'bout Hiccup's age, you have experience with this." Gobber said as he massaged his aching leg.

"Thistleface looks after him, says I'm useless at it."

Edith gave an exasperated sigh. She pulled some packets out of a bag by the fire, "Here." She gave them to Gobber, "There isn't much mint left but there's yarrow and chamomile; see if he'll drink a tea of them. Guaranteed Stoick's given the boy all of them at one point or another. Take the kettle and a mug. Is there water in the cave?"

Gobber thought about it, "None that I saw."

"Take the bucket and fill it. How bad's his fever?"

"He's only a little warm."

"Is he flushed?"

"No, I don't think so." Gobber scratched his chin, "His head hurts though."

"The yarrow and mint'll take care of that. Keep him drinking and let him rest. It should clear up by tomorrow and he'll be himself in a day or two."

"What do we tell the Chief?" Bur asked.

"Nothing about the fever," Spitelout said, "That'll only make him worry. Say the boy's safe enough. Yer not lying; if the beasts will let us tend to him when they can't then he's better off than we thought."

Bur nodded and he and Edith gathered their things and left for the village.

"You goin' back down?" Spitelout asked.

"Yup. Lad fell asleep before I left. I should get back before he wakes up."

Spitelout nodded, "Leave the bucket with me, I'll fill it and leave it outside the cave. The kettle's full so take that. Gobber?"

Gobber stopped and turned back to Spitelout.

"You don't think they'll take off with him once he's better do you?" Gobber heard the concern in Spitelout's voice.

"I don't know. If they're as smart as I'm startin' to think they are they'll let the lad go home soon." Gobber left without waiting for a response. He wanted to be there when Hiccup woke up.

* * *

><p>Gobber wasn't there though. Hiccup woke to the snapping and cracking of the low burning fire. His head was pounding and the heat coming off the dragon that was curled around him wasn't helping. It was stuffy next to her under her wing.<p>

"Get off." Hiccup said pushing against her till the Nightmare shifted away from him. He had thought Gobber was there but his head felt foggy and it could have been a dream. The Nightmare crooned and started licking him. Hiccup was getting tired of being covered in dragon spit but right now he didn't care enough to protest.

"Can I pleathe go home?" Instead of growling or snapping when he mentioned home the Nightmare crooned and nuzzled him. "Pleathe? I don't feel good and I want my dad." He sniffed.

He sounded so small and needy. The Nightmare didn't know what to do. He was already home. She wasn't going to give him back to his sire; he was her hatchling now. There was a ruckus by the cave entrance and her mate was shifting to let the one-legged Viking back in. Closing her hatchling in with her wing she growled quietly at him; aware that her hatchling didn't like loud noises right now.

"Ah, get out of the way ya overgrown lizard," Gobber said, but the insult wasn't really meant; he was more concerned about Hiccup.

"Gobber?" Hiccup peeked out from behind the wing.

"Aye lad, just left ta get ya some things." He put the kettle over the fire then knelt next to Hiccup. "Now where'd yer blanket get to?" Hiccup climbed into his lap again, but Gobber was expecting it this time and held the boy steady while he rummaged around Hiccup's bed of moss for the blanket. The dragon muttered and turned her head, but kept an eye on her hatchling.

"My blanket?" Hiccup watched Gobber for a moment then looked up at the Nightmare, "Did you take it?"

The Nightmare grumbled but wouldn't make eye contact; the blanket smelled like the hatchling's sire and she didn't like it.

"You did take it." The boy stated, "I want it back. Pleathe?"

He sounded so pitiful that the Nightmare gave in even though the way he cuddled with the strange Viking in her nest grated on her. She snorted in Gobber's face then reached under her far wing and gave the blanket back to her hatchling. Hiccup took it and held it close, keeping a bit of it next to his face; it smelt like home. Gobber pulled it over Hiccup's exposed shoulder.

"There ya go. Where's the bag I brought earlier?" Gobber eyed the dragon; she grumbled and pointedly looked away. "Come on beastie, the lad's shivering so give me the bag."

The Nightmare knew her hatchling was shivering. He hadn't stopped shivering since this morning. She couldn't understand what that bag that smelt like Vikings, specifically her hatchling's sire, could possibly do to help that. Then again, she didn't know of anything to help the shaking stop. So she gave the bag back as well.

"Thank you." Gobber said as he accepted it. He pulled out a larger blanket, the one from Hiccup's bed, and wrapped it around the boy and held him close, rubbing Hiccup's arm. "That should help warm ya up. Now, Edith said there isn't a lot of mint left but she gave me two other herbs she thought yer dad's given you when you were sick." Gobber got the packets out of his pouch, "So when the kettle's goin' I'll make you a tea out of one of them. Ya want to choose?"

Hiccup shook his head, "I wanna go home."

"I know, lad," Gobber said gently rocking the child, "But the dragons won't let ya."

The big dragon by the door snorted. He then seemed quite interested in something outside. Shifting, the Drake let Spitelout in with the bucket.

"Didn't think they'd let me in." Spitelout said setting the bucket down and eyeing the mother nightmare as she growled at him.

"Watch out for her," Gobber said, "She's protective and doesn't like Vikings.

Spitelout scoffed, "How's the boy?" He came around Gobber and knelt to see his nephew.

"Been better." Gobber said.

Spitelout felt Hiccup's temperature, "Not that bad."

"If he were home," Gobber said, "He's in a drafty cave with a bed made of moss." Hiccup was far too quiet and still as far as Gobber was concerned. Normally the boy was brimming with energy. The kettle was steaming and Spitelout got up to make the tea, mixing yarrow and chamomile. He kept an eye on the Nightmare who, in turn, kept an eye on him. She insisted on sniffing the tea before Hiccup could have it.

"Cause you know all about medicine," Spitelout muttered as he handed the mug to his nephew. The Nightmare growled at him.

"Where'th Dad?" Hiccup asked.

Gobber and Spitelout shared a look, "He's back in the village lad." Spitelout brushed Hiccup's bangs back, "He was here a few days ago, but he is quite busy."

"Someone's always here though," Gobber put in, "Just up the ridge. And yer dad's here whenever he can be. Why don't ya drink yer tea?"

Hiccup made no move to drink his tea, only stare at it. He hadn't been forgotten, but his father hadn't come for him either. Yet again the village won the competition for Stoick's attention. At least he wasn't alone though. Hiccup snuggled into Gobber and told himself that it was just as good as having his father there, even though he didn't believe it.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: One chapter of part two left! Poor baby, but see, dragons just aren't equipped to raise a human child. To all the others who are done with that stupid lisp only a few more weeks (for Hiccup) of it. That tooth should finally be ready to come down and he's left the other one alone so after he loses the second tooth the adult one should come down right away meaning no lisp! I cannot tell you how excited I am to phase it out. Just so new readers know, I do post a schedule on my profile that tells you when my main stories will be posted and I (try to) keep it updated. If it's ever behind just let me know and I'll fix that, but it's currently gone into May so we're good for a while. Anything not on the schedule is a oneshot. Something like **_**Pirates**_** is really a collection of oneshots centred around a theme, not a continuous story and may not be updated in any particular order.**

**Kas3y: Fair enough. I don't think she liked him because of Toothless, though, I think it's because he took a stand for something. Their whole lives he's been trying to be something he wasn't and now, finally, he's standing up for something he believes in. Not to fit in or make others happy, but because it's important to him. And he takes it seriously. There's no jokes or sarcasm, just Hiccup and I think Astrid likes what she sees in that moment. Someone with strength of character who will protect those that they love. At least that's the interpretation I had in the cove scene after they found the nest. I understand if you don't like her though, like I said, not a huge fan on Valka myself and I know she's generally liked.**

**Yes, I think you may be able to guess, lol. Like I said, though, not planning on deviating too much from the movie in this fic. **

**KaliAnn: Yeah, that would be a good idea, didn't think of it to tell the truth. Also, in that moment they reminded him of Hiccup and there is no way he would have let Hiccup do that. The guy is far too protective. The play date would be interesting to say the least, if it worked out the way the Nightmare wanted…**

**xxsnowfallxx: Thank you so much ! **** It's good to know I'm improving, I've been working on putting in more details and you should see some of the edits I get from CB on the matter ("NO NO IT! Vague. What broke her heart." Is my favourite edit from this chapter.). To answer your question about hearing/seeing Hiccup: not really. They can't see him inside the cave because they're sitting above it. They can kind of hear, but not what's being said. And the Gobber thing was answered in this chapter. I like to think I did you one better **

**As always special thanks to CB for the edits. **


	17. Of Playmates and Home

A day had passed and still the two Vikings were still in her nest. The Nightmare was putting up with a lot; having them here, letting them give her hatchling strange-smelling water, her little one cuddling with _them_, but she drew the line at him eating _their_ food. The Nightmare and her mate were more than capable of feeding their little one even if they couldn't make the wrongness go away.

She leaned over and sniffed her hatchling. He was napping in the funny-limbed Viking's arms. Heat had stopped coming off him some time in the morning but he still smelt wrong. The Nightmare had kicked the one Viking out earlier; she didn't want a dangerous, able-bodied Viking in her nest. She didn't want the other one here either but her mate over-ruled. The hatchling had to heal and the Drake understood the need for help. However, her mate was currently away fishing and as soon as the little one woke she would rid her cave of the other Viking as well.

* * *

><p>Stoick sighed as he sat in the Great Hall and rubbed his head. It had been a long day of dealing with petty issues, such as disputes that could easily be resolved without him, and finishing up repairs after the last dragon raid. Thankfully he was currently being left alone with his untouched supper before him. The Great Hall buzzed with the chatter of friends and families having their own supper. Stoick normally enjoyed the sight of his people happy and content but right now it only served to remind him that his family was lost to him. For the time being. Bur and Edith's report had been inadequate, they were hiding something but Stoick was too busy in Berk to spare for a trip out to Hiccup. Gobber and Spite were there, though, and they would look after the boy the best they could given the circumstances; if it was anyone else out there Stoick would have dropped everything and went himself to figure out what he wasn't being told. At least the rain had stopped; any more of it and there would have been flooding. The rain had put them behind in repairs as it was. There just wasn't enough time in the day.<p>

Stoick woke abruptly to the shouting; he couldn't recall falling asleep but he got up from the table in a rush, bashing his knee off the table's leg. Cursing, Stoick ran to the door and opened it to find a raid well under way. He shook his head at the chaos; the dragons circled overhead in the dark sky as Vikings ran about slipping in the mud. Utterly hopeless.

"Get those torches up!" Stoick shouted. Several people got to work on that as Stoick ran to the tower to get a report. Passing the forge he noticed how quiet it was and cursed, "Where's Hrothgar?" He roared.

The Vikings waiting outside the forge shrugged and Stoick gave and exasperated sigh.

"Find him and get him in there! We need weapons." Stoick didn't stay to see if he was obeyed; he continued to the tower. Of all the times to be without Gobber and Spitelout; why did Stoick agree to them _both_ going?

"Dad!"

Stoick stopped short. Hiccup? Could it be? Stoick looked around; ignoring the fact that the voice was the wrong pitch to be Hiccup's. Maybe, just maybe.

"Fishlegs!" Frank Ingerman rushed to help his son get away from his burning house to an undamaged one. Stoick's heart fell, of course it wasn't Hiccup.

* * *

><p>As angry as she was with Vikings, her hatchling's sire in particular, the Nightmare kept out of their way. A zippleback noticed her hanging back and growled; nightmares were very helpful in forward attacks, directing Viking attention from the smaller breeds in the fight. However, the Nightmare did not want to risk injury. Or notice. She got her offering of a yak and got out.<p>

The Nightmare made sure she was in the middle of the flock while they flew into the Nest to deliver their offerings. She had to avoid obvious attention to complete her mission and allow a fast escape before _She_ became aware.

The Nightmare waited in one of the side tunnels for Her to finish feeding, as they were supposed to do, then crept off in search of the little dark hatchling. The tunnels and caves were full of dragons settling down to rest after the raid, there was chirping and snorting and snapping coming from all over. The Nightmare knew where to go though. Finding the hatchling was easy, he was in an entrance tunnel looking up at the sky. Being a young hatchling he was not allowed to fly outside the nest without a grown dragon, even if he could fly. The black hatchling was stretching his leathery wings and sniffing the morning air. The Nightmare followed his line of sight to the horizon. The sun was coming up and the stars where winking out; night and day meeting in the sky.

The Nightmare crooned at him and he looked up at her suspiciously out of the corner of his eye arching his back hissing. He hated being babied. The Nightmare rolled her eyes and rumble-chirped the flying sound. The change was instant. The little dragon started bouncing around her excitedly. The Nightmare herded him outside and spread her wings, waiting for the hatchling to copy her before taking off. It would be a long flight back, possibly midmorning before she returned to her nest, but her hatchling would have a playmate and that was worth the delay.

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up coughing. His head was a lot better but his chest felt funny when he breathed and his throat still hurt when he swallowed. Hiccup sat up and looked around. The cave seemed so empty now; his uncle and Gobber had been kicked out by the Nightmare, and she had left that evening. Only the Drake was there, curled by the entrance sleeping. Not blocking the way out.<p>

Hiccup sat there and stared at the opening. He could get out. Would the dragon really be so careless after so long? It appeared so. Slowly, Hiccup got up and inched toward the opening. He could see stars above and the dark shapes of tree tops against the sky. It was all so close. Gobber and his uncle were close; they had said so at least; on top of the ridge. All Hiccup had to do was edge out the door without waking the Drake.

Slowly, ever so slowly, Hiccup snuck around the dragon and out of the cave. He was almost there when the Drake shifted and his tail thumped down in front of Hiccup. The boy froze. Three breaths, six, ten and the Drake did not move. Hiccup edged to the right to get around the tail. Finally, Hiccup was out in the fresh night air. Hugging the cliff Hiccup made it to the trees and went around and up. He didn't look back and so did not see the Drake open an eye and watch him go.

* * *

><p>Stoick was never letting Gobber go anywhere during raid season again. At least, Hrothgar was never going to be in the forge unsupervised again. The fool couldn't even get nails out in descent time. It was almost midmorning and only one house was underway for rebuilding and repairs to the catapult and tower were behind as well. The devils had made off with enough sheep to be more than an inconvenience. Not even midmorning and Stoick was having an awful day.<p>

Several people had stopped working and stood gawking up the hill. Stoick was about to get after them until he heard a familiar voice,

"Dad!"

There was no way. It couldn't be, Stoick turned and sure enough there he was. His boy! Hiccup! He was running down the hill, Gobber and Spitelout behind him. The boy was going to fall; it was a muddy, steep hill and Hiccup was never careful. Not that Stoick found himself caring about that now. As much as he wanted to, Stoick found himself unable to move; unable to even believe. He was dreaming again, lack of food and sleep was making him hallucinate. Stoick had dreamed of this often enough. He didn't move or speak until Hiccup slammed into him. It was real, this was real. Stoick knelt down and held his boy close; forgetting that they were outside and the village needed to be rebuilt and repaired. Hiccup broke the embrace before Stoick was ready to let go.

"Dad, my other tooth'th loothe, look!" Hiccup opened his mouth and wiggled his remaining front tooth. Stoick was dumbfounded. The boy had been kidnapped and was living with dragons for 27 days and the first thing he talks about is a tooth?

"I left it alone thith time, like you thaid to. It wath eathy besauthe the dragonth only eat fish. I'm tired of fish can we have thomething elthe for thupper?"

Stoick tuned out the chatter as he checked Hiccup over; there were bags under his eyes, he was thinner, as Stoick had thought. Hiccup was also pale, and his hair was stiff. Stoick rubbed a strand between his fingers to loosen the hairs.

"What's in your hair?"

"Hm? Oh, dragon thpit. They like licking, it'th really grosth, but I couldn't make them thtop." Hiccup said before coughing.

"Cover your mouth, Hiccup." Stoick said rubbing the boy's back.

"Yah might wanta put the boy ta bed," Gobber said when he got down the hill, "Was up for most of the night and had a fever that only broke yesterday mornin."

A fever? Stoick checked Hiccup's forehead but his temperature was normal.

"We walked all night!" Hiccup said, "It'th not eathy to walk in the woodth at night cauthe you can't thee the brancheth or rootth. Gobber got hith leg thtuck in a hole too." He giggled.

"Laugh it up, lad," Gobber said, "You might end up with a peg leg one day and then I'll be laughing at you."

Hiccup laughed but Stoick glared up at Gobber. Hiccup losing a limb was not a laughing matter. Stoick noticed that Hiccup was leaning against him, though, and the boy yawned before coughing again. Stoick stood.

"You're going to bed." He said before turning to Gobber, "I need you in the forge. Kick Hrothgar out."

Gobber smiled, "Told ya he was no good." Then he frowned, "He better have left things where they belong." He went off in the direction of the forge muttering.

"Spite, can you over see this?" Stoick gestured at the work being done in the village, "I'll be back in a bit. Come on," Stoick herded Hiccup up the hill to the house. Hiccup took his hand but didn't tug or bounce.

"Dad? Can I have a bath?"

"You want a bath?" Stoick raised an eyebrow. Hiccup nodded. "I thought baths were stupid."

Hiccup coughed again. It sounded like a chest cough. "No. I'm tired of being dirty. I wanna be clean now."

They got to the house and Stoick put the kettle on once inside.

"Alright, a bath and then bed. You hungry?" Stoick asked as he pulled the tub out. Hiccup was looking at the swing, pushing the wooden seat gently with a confused expression; he seemed somewhat out of it. Stoick definitely needed to put the boy to bed.

"No, Uncle Thpitelout gave me breakfatht on the way here. It wath dried fish." Hiccup scrunched up his nose, still staring at the swing.

"Ok then." Stoick grabbed two buckets and went out to the well to fill them then dumped them into the tub. It was warm enough without being heated. "Get in and start washing." Stoick gave Hiccup soap and a cloth then went to get more water.

Hiccup was drowsily washing when Stoick came back in. After pouring one of the buckets over Hiccup's head Stoick held out his hand for the soap. Working up a lather Stoick set about washing the dried spit out of Hiccup's hair.

"She doethn't know I'm gone." Hiccup said.

"What?"

"The Nightmare. She doethn't know. She left latht night. She'll be back thoon and then she'll know. She'll be mad." Hiccup said rubbing his arm. It was cut, a long gash that looked nasty.

"That doesn't matter," Stoick said, "Yer home now and you don' need to worry 'bout it. Close yer eyes." Stoick rinsed the soap out of Hiccup's hair with the water from the second bucket. He was going to have to wash Hiccup's hair again to get it fully clean, but first Stoick wanted to take a look at that cut.

"She got mad." Hiccup said as Stoick checked it over. He could feel his blood boiling. A large part of him wanted to grab his hammer and hunt the monster down. Hiccup had to be taken care of first, though, and the village. Stoick didn't have time for revenge.

"We'll wrap it up after. Stay here." Stoick picked up the bucket and went to get more water. He would find that monster and kill it, maybe in the winter when he had more time. There was a rustle in the trees behind the well, a flash of red. Stoick dropped the bucket and pulled out his hammer, creeping forward into the trees. The nightmare was gone, there had been little chance of catching it really, but the sack of Hiccup's things was left there. What the Hel was going on? Stoick picked up the sack, filled the bucket and went back to the house.

Hiccup was still in the tub, staring at the fire, and the steaming kettle.

"You forgot," He said without taking his eyes off the kettle.

Stoick dropped the sack and set the bucket down; he had forgotten. He got a mug and put honey, yarrow, and mint in it, followed by the boiling water.

"Wash yer face," He said as he stirred the honey till it dissolved. Stoick set the mug aside and knelt next to the tub again. He took the cloth from Hiccup and washed behind the boy's ears and the back of his neck.

"Was this the dragon too?" Stoick asked gently cleaning three scabbed over cuts on Hiccup's neck. They weren't nasty, little more than scratches really.

"Yeah, but that wath an acthident ." Hiccup said.

Accident or not, the devil would pay for every cut and scrape. Putting the cloth aside Stoick lathered the soap in Hiccup's hair again,

"Close yer eyes," Stoick said pouring the water over Hiccup's head, "How did you get a fever?"

"I jutht got thick?" Hiccup said. He was avoiding the answer. Stoick rolled his eyes and held up a dry blanket.

"Just like that, eh?" He wrapped the blanket around Hiccup as the boy got out of the tub. Hiccup wouldn't meet his eyes,

"Well, maybe." He fiddled with the blanket, "Maybe I wath playing in the rain. Maybe you were right about that."

"Maybe, huh?" Stoick smiled as he rubbed water out of Hiccup's hair with the blanket.

Hiccup was picking at a loose thread, "Yeah."

Stoick shook his head, "Stay by the fire." He stood and went into the bedroom to get Hiccup some dry clothes as well as some bandages and salve. The clothes Hiccup had been wearing would need to be made into rags; they were beyond patching.

"Alright, lad, let's get you dressed and in bed." Stoick said coming out to the main room.

"Ok." The boy was still coughing; he wasn't going to get much sleep if it kept up. Stoick got him dressed and the cut on his arm salved and wrapped. The cuts on his neck were already scabbed over but Stoick put salve on them anyway, better safe than sorry.

"C'mere," Stoick said taking a seat, he pulled Hiccup up onto his lap and the boy cuddled in. Cuddly and Hiccup was not good. Not unless it was past Hiccup's bedtime. Usually Hiccup hated to be cuddled; he hated being still and felt confined when held. He would squirm until he was allowed to go.

"Drink this; it'll help your cough." Stoick handed Hiccup the mug, "Both hands."

Hiccup wrinkled his nose at the taste but didn't complain. Stoick held the boy closer and sighed, at least Hiccup was home and safe in Stoick's care again. Half the mug was drunk before Hiccup put it back on the table and laid his head against Stoick.

"Dad?"

"Hm?"

Hiccup snuggled closer, "Nothing." He was half asleep. Stoick could send him to bed now or wait a few minutes then put him to bed. There was a lot that needed to get done. Hiccup coughed a little and Stoick rubbed his back; Spitelout could take care of things out there for a bit. It had been 27 days; right now Stoick could just be a father. He laid his cheek against Hiccup's head; the boy's hair was still damp but Stoick didn't mind. He was simply happy to have his son home. Taking a deep breath Stoick took in the familiar smell of his son, underneath the smell of the soap. For the first time in 27 days Stoick was able to relax and he leaned back in his chair with his son fast asleep in his arms.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: That's the end of part two. Only one part left to go! Back to **_**Imprint**_ **for part two next week. **_**Of Fathers and Nightmares**_** will be back on May 27.**

**So, Stoick has his son back but that is going to be one angry Monstrous Nightmare and I would not want to be her mate when she gets home. And poor Toothless caught up in the middle of it. Again, don't get too excited, I'm not planning on having Hiccup and Toothless know each other before the movie.**

**KaliAnn: The Nightmare will get named in another few chapters. **

**Shadow4146: No, the Nightmare wouldn't just give Hiccup up, she's going to be furious when she gets home. The Drake, though, knows that Hiccup is a Viking and that they should just let him go home.**

**Kas3y: I see what you mean about the second movie, I would have liked to see her a little more in that one.**

**xsnowfallxx: Umm, Hiccup's last internal comment could be considered angst, but I don't consider this story all that angsty in the modern non-literary definition of the word. I'm usually too happy a person to go there and am on the optimist side of things. More "the sun will come out tomorrow" and less "it is dark now while I wait for the sun to come out tomorrow" which I suppose is better than "it's so dark that I don't think the sun could ever shine again and I'm doomed to darkness forever." Well that turned dark.**

**Regality: Thank you! The scar is the one from the movie that's explained in HTTYD 2 and the hatchling is Toothless, he's just not named in this fic because Hiccup doesn't name him till the movie.**

**MercurialDestiny: I, I really don't know. I never thought about it. That's a good question, it definitely is important because the story would be different with a different dragon. Possibly it's because Hookfang and Snotlout are my favourites in the show. Don't get me wrong love Hiccup and Toothless to death but it's Hookfang and Snotlout that kept me watching. That dragon has such a fun personality. So I'm going to say that's why although it wasn't a conscious decision.**

**KIMIWA: No, the Drake is male, and is the smaller one (CB told me to make him smaller because it's a reptile thing. Although the bull gator I saw was bigger than the females I saw in the Everglades.) Sorry for any confusion.**

**Pipe Dream: Yes, the Drake (male) is the smaller one. CB told me to make him smaller (see comment above). The Nightmare is the female and the bigger one. She's the one who pulled Hiccup out of the water and cut his arm. I wouldn't say the Drake is more cuddly in general, he's just comforting Hiccup now. He doesn't really want a Viking hatchling, at first it's because he doesn't like Vikings, but now it's because he knows they can't take care of him properly and thinks what they're doing borders on cruel (not saying this is what I think, it's just what's going on in his head. You never get to see that because I never write from his POV) He likes Hiccup now and wants him to go home to his own kind for his own good. And for that the Drake will face the wrath of his mate (brave fellow). They do have names but they haven't been named in the story yet so you don't get to know them. If it makes you feel better CB doesn't get to know them either (she calls the Nightmare Mama dragon for now. That's not her name but I don't mind if that's what she's called while people talk about her. It's confusing I know.)**


	18. Crabs and Nadders

**Last time in **_**Of Fathers and Nightmares**_**: Hiccup caught a cold from playing in the rain (and eating half cooked fish only when he was too hungry not to eat, and not getting enough sleep; really there were many factors to him catching that cold.) Understanding that they didn't know what to do the dragons allowed Gobber and Spitelout into the cave to care for him. After kicking them out a raid was called and the Nightmare had to go. During this time the Drake let Hiccup 'escape.' After the raid the Nightmare found Toothless to bring him back as a playmate, not knowing that Hiccup was gone. Stoick's happy at least.**

* * *

><p>It was a fine morning; pleasantly warm the Nightmare thought, as she kept an eye on the hatchling flying alongside her. He flapped his wings far more than necessary resulting in tiring himself out too easily. However, he refused to let the Nightmare carry him. If he wouldn't let the Nightmare carry him she could at least fly under him in case he fell. Deciding he needed a rest when she saw him struggling to stay steady in the sky she angled down for a break. As such they had to stop three times for the hatchling to rest. It was past midmorning when they neared the Nightmare's nest, almost midday really, but the Nightmare didn't care about the delay. Her hatchling would be up by now. He was going to be so excited to have a playmate.<p>

They came up to the clearing and the Nightmare could see her mate sunning himself. Something was different though; she couldn't see her hatchling. Normally he would be out playing or chattering to her mate but he was nowhere to be seen. She landed and watched the black hatchling mess up another landing as her mate got up to sniff at him. The Nightmare inhaled the air before greeting her mate; he was preoccupied with the new hatchling anyway. That was when the Nightmare realized what was different: the Vikings were gone! Their scent was still there, but old. She rumbled, pleased, and greeted her mate. Odd that her hatchling hadn't shown himself yet. She barked for him. Nothing. The Nightmare left the black hatchling with her mate and went into her nest, but her hatchling wasn't there. His scent was old as well; he hadn't been here for a while. And the Vikings were gone. The Vikings had taken her hatchling.

Her fire cloaked her, as hot as her anger, and she stormed out of the cave to roar at her mate. How dare he? How dare he let them take their hatchling? She was a good mother! The Nightmare snapped at her mate and it only infuriated her more when he didn't retaliate. Instead, he turned his head away and nuzzled the little black hatchling who was hiding under the Drake's wing watching the Nightmare with large green eyes. She let her flames die out.

It would be okay. She would simply go and retrieve her hatchling. She grumbled and prepared herself to take off, but her mate snapped at her. Now he looked angry. Did he really want to let the Vikings take their hatchling? The little one was theirs.

The Drake snorted and shook his head. When the Nightmare made to take off again he snapped at her wing. He wouldn't let her go; he was willing to fight to keep her from going. The Nightmare keened and looked longingly toward the Vikings' nest. She had lost another one.

* * *

><p>There was a raspy cough near Stoick's ear that woke him up. He was still groggy and confused by the sound, even more so when he felt a weight against him. Without opening his eyes Stoick lifted his hand to his shoulder where the coughing was and felt soft hair. Hiccup. Hiccup was home. Stoick must've fallen asleep after the boy; he hadn't meant to. He had meant to put Hiccup to bed and then go help in the village. Hiccup coughed again so Stoick opened his eyes to determine whether the boy was awake. His eyes were closed, breathing rhythmic except when disturbed by coughing. Stoick sat up in his chair slowly, in part not to jostle Hiccup and in part because he was so stiff. He was getting too old to sleep in his chair.<p>

"Hmm?" Hiccup stirred, "Dad?" He lifted his head off Stoick's shoulder and blinked at the room with bleary eyes.

Damn it. Stoick pulled Hiccup's head to his shoulder again and stroked the boy's hair, "Go back to sleep, Hiccup." Stoick said quietly and Hiccup relaxed against him. The boy might have drifted off except another bout of coughing hit him, waking him up fully. No point in staying in the chair anymore so Stoick stood up with Hiccup.

"'M tired." Hiccup slurred curling into Stoick's chest and burying his face in Stoick's neck.

"I know. You're going to bed." Stoick brought Hiccup into the bedroom and paused looking at the boy's bed. He had forgotten that he had sent Hiccup's blanket to the clearing. It was in the sack in the main room now, but it smelled like dragon. Stoick put Hiccup in his own bed for the time being and grabbed Hiccup's pillow to give the boy before tucking him in.

"Dad, can I have my thpethial blanket?" Hiccup's voice was raspy. Stoick should make more tea for him.

"It needs to be washed, Hiccup. I'll bring you some tea though." Stoick said as he brushed Hiccup's hair out of his eyes.

"Don't want tea. I want my blanket." Stubborn child. Hiccup curled up on his side and coughed some more and Stoick sighed rubbing his son's back. Hiccup was tired and not feeling well; of course he wanted his blanket.

"If you drink the tea I'll let you have your blanket. Deal?" Stoick asked. He needed Hiccup to drink the tea so the boy could go back to sleep.

Hiccup only sighed and cuddled up to his pillow.

"Hiccup. Deal?"

"I don't want tea." Hiccup pouted. Honestly, this kid. Did he not understand that the tea would help him?

"Deal?" He said with a tone of finality.

"Deal." Hiccup gave in before coughing. Stoick rubbed a final circle on the boy's back then went to the main room to make the tea.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare curled up in her cave, around her hatchling's nest already missing him. None of his things had been left behind; only his smell. The Nightmare refused to even look outside; her mate played with the little black hatchling in the clearing. Traitor. Did he not care that their hatchling was gone? Could he move on that easily?<p>

There was a whooshing, the sound of another dragon coming to land. The Nightmare looked out to see the same nadder from before. At least there was one positive of her hatchling being taken from her; he wasn't present for this.

The Drake greeted the nadder, but the hatchling hissed at the blue dragon. The Nightmare snorted; good to know he was friendly with everyone not just the Nightmare.

The Drake barked for the Nightmare to come out. Grumbling she did. It wouldn't do to air their problems to other dragons. Once she had greeted the nadder the other dragon chirped the Viking and hatchling sounds. The little one tipped his head.

The Nightmare growled; he was gone. The nadder cocked her head and trotted into the cave. The Nightmare let her; the dragon wasn't going to find anything. The Hatchling crooned at the Drake, confused and the Drake bent to nuzzle the little one. The Nightmare glared at him; he'd care for this hatchling, but let Vikings take theirs?

The nadder came back out and squawked at the two nightmares before taking off. The nightmares looked at each other in concern. This interest in their hatchling wasn't good. He was with Vikings now, though, and should be okay. The black hatchling barked to get their attention; he was probably hungry. They should return him to the nest before the next raid so dragons weren't sent out to find him.

* * *

><p>Stoick was amazed at the resilience of children. Sure, he had been told about it, even seen it first hand after every illness and injury. Yet it still surprised him every time. It wasn't that Hiccup got over things; it was how <em>quickly<em> he got over things. Once Hiccup caught up on his sleep and got over his cough he was fine. Chattery and bouncy as ever; as if he hadn't been kidnapped by dragons for a month. The only big change in behaviour was that Hiccup now rarely let Stoick out of his sight which worked out fine because Stoick didn't want the boy out of his sight either. He would have to get over that soon; a hunting trip was coming up and Hiccup couldn't come. Stoick wanted to bring home a decent kill for the village.

Hiccup had been home for a week. Two of those days he spent in bed, the rest he had followed Stoick around the village. His sketch book was Stoick's saving grace; it kept the kid occupied and out of trouble for the most part. Tonight they sat in the Great Hall for supper; Gobber was in the forge working late so it was just Hiccup and Stoick. The boy was still protesting fish. Stoick didn't blame him though it was an inconvenience.

"It lookth like a monthter." Hiccup said, poking at the crab on his plate. "Like from Beowulf. A thea monthter."

Stoick rubbed his forehead, he had a headache and dealing with this wasn't helping, "It's crab, Hiccup. You like crab. Eat it."

Hiccup looked up at him with his head cocked, "How do you know?"

"You've had it before. Now eat it."

Hiccup took his knife and poked at the crustacean on his plate, "When? Is it alive?"

Stoick sighed, "No, it's been cooked. You like Aunt Thistleface's pot pie, right?"

Hiccup nodded.

"It's crab. You like crab."

Hiccup poked at it again. Stoick took Hiccup's plate and cracked the crab open to scrape some of the meat out before pushing the plate back to Hiccup.

"Eat it. Scrape all the meat out."

Hiccup poked at the meat and tried a little piece with his eyes shut, tense and expecting it to be gross. He relaxed as he chewed and smiled. "I like this." Hiccup took another bite. Stoick shook his head and smiled resting his hand on Hiccup's head for a moment, enjoying having his son home again.

A raid was called. It was the Drake's turn to go as the Nightmare had gone last time. They could get away with only one going once more before they both had to join. Raids were dangerous. Vikings were dangerous. The nadder's interest in the Nightmare's hatchling was dangerous, it was prompted by _her_. That meant that the little one might not be safe even if he was back in the Viking nest. The Nightmare was going to go to this raid without joining, just to make sure that her little one was safe.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: It's back! Woot! You all need to thank CB for posting this for me because I am currently (as you're reading this not as I'm writing it) in the mountains with no wifi.**

**So I've gone off the deep end with **_**Attack on Titan.**_** I didn't even think I'd like it, it's so graphic. To be honest I skip those parts or don't look at the screen as I sit there in confusion because I don't know Japanese. Though I've learned a few words now: thank you, I see/know, etc. I have also found out about papa/mama Levi and baby Eren and my gosh they're so cute! Look them up on tumblr. **

**KaliAnn: I am very sorry but I cannot promise anything, spoilers you see.**

**Kas3y: I love the Drake too, more so than the Nightmare, so does CB. She's all scared that he's going to die. I say nothing to confirm or deny her fears because I am an awesome friend like that. **

**Xxsnowfallxx: Hiccup wasn't really going to ask Stoick anything. He just wanted to know his dad was there and it wasn't a dream. It was a comfort thing.**

**Everyone else: Thank you **** I'm glad you're all happy that Hiccup's home. I'm really excited for this next part; it leads into my favourite part. The one I've been waiting for since I started this story.**

**Thanks to Time Master for letting me know my schedule was behind. I always forget to update it from my planner. It goes into July now.**

**Special thanks to CB for the edit as always, and for posting this chapter.**


	19. Growth

The forge was quiet as Gobber took a break from his work. Well, as quiet as it could be with a hyper eight-year-old demanding to be measured when he noticed Gobber had taken a moment to rest.

"Thee Gobber? I'm taller." Hiccup said standing up straight against the post Gobber used to measure Hiccup's growth. "Dad meathured me at home thith morning. I'm thtill not very tall though."

Gobber used his hook to mark Hiccup's height on the wooden post. "Course yer not," he said eyeing the new notch with distaste, not liking how fast Hiccup was growing. "I put bricks on yer head when ya aren't payin attention. Not working completely though." He said grinning at Hiccup's horrified face.

"You do what?!" Hiccup felt the top of his head for bricks. "Why? Why would you do that?"

Gobber shrugged, "Cause you've grown enough, I reckin," Gobber said, getting out his tools for work with a sigh. Stoick had left Hiccup with Gobber while he went out hunting for the day. It would have been nice to join a hunting party again, but with a peg leg the woods were hard to manage; as he had been reminded of recently.

"No I haven't," Hiccup said. "I'm the smallest. I haven't grown enough."

Gobber ignored him and set to work as Hiccup pouted in the back for the rest of the morning. He came out for his midday meal, but continued to pout throughout the afternoon when he couldn't make Gobber swear to stop putting bricks on his head. Hiccup stayed in a sour mood all through his lesson, an activity the boy usually found interesting, and kept an eye on Gobber until Stoick came to pick him up.

"Hey Stoick, how was the hunting?" Gobber asked, hanging his apron up.

"Dad! Gobber'th putting brickth on my head! Make him thtop." Hiccup said running to his confused father and pulling on his arm.

"It was good, got a buck." Stoick looked down at Hiccup. "What are you talking about?" He asked. Gobber was shaking his head with a silly grin.

"Tho I don't grow anymore!" Hiccup pulled Stoick's arm again and pointed at Gobber with a very unthreatening glare. Gobber shrugged.

"He's pulling your leg, Hiccup." Stoick said, "He hasn't put any bricks on yer head. Have you felt these bricks?"

Hiccup shook his head, still shooting Gobber dirty looks.

"Even if he did that wouldn't stop you from growing. I just measured you this morning and you'd grown, right?"

Hiccup nodded. "But not very much."

Stoick rolled his eyes, "That's because you insist on being measured every couple of months."

"Are you thure?" Hiccup asked eyeing Gobber cautiously.

"Yes Hiccup. Gobber isn't putting bricks, or anything else, on yer head. Now come on, it's time for supper."

* * *

><p>The Nightmare was still mad at her mate, but the raids were dangerous so she said her goodbyes properly, bumping noses and rumbling. Once he was gone the Nightmare left the cave, the black hatchling having being returned to the nest a few days ago. She landed in the woods and walked quietly to the village, staying hidden in the trees. The Nightmare crept up behind her hatchling's nest in her old hiding place. She would only watch and wait to make sure her hatchling was safe, that was all. At least that's what she told herself; she would respect her mate's choice to leave the hatchling with the Vikings. For now.<p>

* * *

><p>Hiccup was allowed to play outside after supper as Stoick talked with several villagers about the village defenses, making sure they were stocked and ready to go. After that Gobber invited himself over for a mug of tea.<p>

"Gobber watch!" Hiccup called from his swing, right before he let go of the ropes and left the seat. He almost landed on his feet, but balanced wrong and fell on his bottom. "Ow. I almost got it that time." He said getting up.

"Hiccup Horrendous what have I told you about doing that?" Stoick thundered from his chair. Forget the village duties; sometimes keeping Hiccup from injury seemed like a full time job.

"Don't." Hiccup said before he grinned at Gobber, "But I'm getting better at it."

Gobber opened his mouth, but Stoick cut him off, "If I see you do that one more time the swing's coming down."

"Yeth thir." Hiccup said as he got back on his swing.

"Ya know, that kid's weird," Gobber said.

Stoick bristled, "He isn't weird. He's – different."

Gobber laughed, "I don't mean that way. I mean," Gobber scratched his chin, "He's Hiccup, but he's also you and Va- his mother. It's weird. I don't like it."

Stoick gave Gobber a blank look with his eyebrows raised, "What? Hiccup, not higher than the fifth step."

"Like the swing. That's Hiccup through and through. Yesterday, in the square, you were busy and Snotlout was trying ta make the lad do something he didn't want to do and he looked so much like you as he gave his cousin the what for. Then he has his mother's mischievous grin. It's weird. Gives me the willies," Gobber said with a shudder.

Stoick shook his head, "That's the way of it, Gobber." He cringed as Hiccup got off the swing so fast he fell with an umph. The boy got up and ran into the bedroom and ran back out.

"Walk, Hiccup." Stoick said. Hiccup didn't even slow as he ran to Gobber.

"Gobber, I almotht forgot, I found thith!" Hiccup climbed onto Gobber's knee. Gobber pulled him up and Hiccup showed him a somewhat squished clover. "Ith it a lucky one? I thought thith," He pointed out a nub on one of the leaves, "Wath a fourth leaf. I'm not thure, ith it?"

Gobber pulled the boy in closer to take a better look, drawing out the moment by pretending to be stumped. "Hmm, it's close lad. I think it's only part of the third leaf there."

Hiccup frowned, at it, "I thought it might not be. Oh well." He wriggled out of Gobber's arms, put the clover on the table, and ran back to his swing, deciding to lie on his stomach to twist the ropes and spin it.

"It's like cuddling a fish at times." Gobber commented.

"What?" Stoick said before letting out a laugh, it was true when he thought about it.

"Him. He's about as wriggly as a fish. Stays still about as long."

"Thought he gave ya the willies," Stoick said, drinking his tea. "Gonna start calling him 'fish' too?"

"Nah," Gobber waved his hand. "Sparrow works better for now. Though, I suppose that can't last for much longer as he's getting older. Need heavier bricks I think. And jus cause he gives me the willies doesn't mean I wouldn't like a cuddle from time to time."

Stoick snorted. "He has to be ill or half asleep for that. Even then he doesn't really sit still." Speaking of which it was bedtime. Ugh, time to start the routine. "Hiccup, get ready for bed."

The boy didn't even slow the swing down. "Do I have to?"

"No arguments, young man. Bed. Now."

* * *

><p>It was the darkest part of night when the Nightmare felt them coming. They were still too far away to see, but they called to each other with trills and rumbles both too high and low for Vikings to hear. The sounds also travelled farther than normal sounds, allowing dragons to communicate in the sky.<p>

The Nightmare lifted her head to watch the sky; they would be here soon. Her hatchling's nest was dark and quiet. The Vikings didn't see the raid coming.

"Dragons!"

The Nightmare chuckled as nests opened and tired Vikings came rushing out. She would have watched the fight if she didn't think it more important to watch the Viking's nest for her little one. His sire was already out in the fight. If she wanted to she could probably take her hatchling back. Stupid Viking, leaving her hatchling unguarded.

A nadder broke away from the raid to approach her hatchling's nest. The Nightmare bristled; it was the nadder from before. The Nightmare was in the woods and didn't have time to attack; however, the nadder only circled the nest sniffing once and left. Confused, the Nightmare crept forward. Why wouldn't the nadder break in? Sniffing at the nest she realized why; her hatchling wasn't here. She wasn't sure when he left, but one thing was certain, her little one was out in the raid. The Nightmare looked down the hill at the Viking village. There were fires everywhere with ferocious dragons attacking and idiot Vikings running about with sharp weapons they could barely control. In all that chaos her hatchling was lost, being hunted by a deadly nadder. Most likely for _Her_.

* * *

><p>After what happened the last time Stoick left Hiccup at home during a raid Stoick wasn't about to take any chances. When the call came Stoick got Hiccup out of bed and out the door; keeping a firm hold on the boy's hand. Stoick kept Hiccup close as they made their way through the village to the forge. Hiccup stayed quiet the whole way, wide eyes watching the sky as he clutched his father's hand.<p>

"Gobber!" Stoick called.

"What's up, Stoick?" Gobber asked coming toward Stoick. "Why ya down here? Oh." Gobber stopped when he saw Hiccup tucked against his father's side.

"Can he stay here? I don't want to leave him at home."

"Of course. Come on, lad, get inside." Gobber ushered Hiccup away from his father and into the forge. "I'll keep an eye on him. Don't worry, Stoick, he's safe here."

Stoick nodded and left to join the raid, keeping an eye out for any Nightmares.

Hiccup stayed in a corner where he could be out of Gobber's way yet still within Gobber's sight. It was loud out there, not that Hiccup was afraid. He had had enough of dragons for a while, that was all.

"Alright lad, they need me out there. Uh." Gobber looked down at his charge as Hiccup blinked up at him. "How 'bout you hide? So yer father doesn't take one of my remaining limbs for leaving ya here alone." Gobber opened a cupboard and cleared it out, "Here. In ya get."

Hiccup stared at him, "You want me to thtay in there? That'th not very thecure."

"I'll secure it. You just wait there and don't come out until yer dad or I get you. Okay?"

Hiccup looked at the cupboard, "Are you thure about thith?"

"Yes, it'll be fine. In ya get." He pushed Hiccup into the cupboard with the flat of his axe. "Now stay put. I'll be back." Gobber shut the door and put an axe handle through the door handles. Certain that it was locked Gobber ran out into the fray. He didn't see the nadder perched on the roof of his stall.

* * *

><p>It was dark in the cupboard and it smelled like iron. Hiccup hugged his knees. There was just enough room for him to sit with his knees drawn up. He wanted the raid to end soon. A crash sounded from the forge, as if something had been knocked over.<p>

"Gobber?" Hiccup called. He tried to open the cupboard so he could see. It wouldn't open; the door was jammed from the outside. "Gobber? Is that you? Let me out."

Something hit the door and Hiccup heard the loud breathing of a dragon. He scooted to the back of the cupboard, only another inch or two away from the door. He knew it couldn't be that easy; that the Nightmare would be back for him. The dragon kept banging at the door, trying to get inside.

* * *

><p>Stoick had been watching for it and was not surprised when the Nightmare showed up. The other dragons and fires were being handled effectively so Stoick went after it. The dragon was preoccupied with searching, most likely for Hiccup. The Chief was determined to get rid of the beast once and for all.<p>

The Nightmare, however, was determined to avoid Stoick which only served to aggravate the Chief further and kept disappearing in the chaos. The raid was winding down and still Stoick had not been able to engage the devil. He checked to his right and saw Gobber take down a gronkle. At least some people were able to have a good fight. Wait…

"Gobber! What are you doing out here?"

At least Gobber had the mind to appear sheepish, "Helping?"

"Where's Hiccup?"

"He's fine, Stoick. In the stall hiding; safe and sound."

"He better be," Stoick forgot about the Nightmare and strode to the forge, Gobber falling in step with him.

"It's fine, Stoick," Gobber said as they entered the forge, and came face to face with a nadder. Their surprise gave the nadder enough time to squawk in their faces before pushing past and taking off. Stoick glared at Gobber.

"Hiccup?" There was no answer. What if they were too late? "Hiccup!"

"Dad?"

Oh thank Odin.

Hiccup's voice was muffled. "Dad I wanna get out."

"Relax, Stoick. See?" Gobber knelt next to a cupboard and took the axe handle out and opened the door. Hiccup stayed in the back of the cupboard.

"Ith the dragon gone?"

"Yup. Scared the beastie away," Gobber took his axe off and reached into the cupboard for Hiccup, "See? Safe and sound." He pulled the boy out and onto his knee.

"You had him locked in there? What if there was a fire!" Stoick grabbed Hiccup's arm and checked the boy over.

"Huh, that is a good point."

"A good point?" Stoick thundered holding Hiccup close against his side. Gobber shrugged and Stoick shook his head. He guided Hiccup out; he learned from last time and would keep Hiccup close. No roaming away this time.

"Oh, Stoick. No harm no foul, eh?" Gobber said coming along with them. Stoick glared at him and Gobber shrugged, "Engh, worth a try."

Stoick stared straight ahead, paying Gobber no attention. Stoick would not encourage such reckless behaviour. Gobber could have gotten Hiccup killed.

"Hoark! Report." Stoick called.

"Only a few beasts left. Nothing destroyed, though several fires were lit."

Stoick could feel Hiccup tugging on his belt and squeezed the boy's shoulder to reassure him that he was fine. "Once all the beasts are gone I want all attention on-"

"Dad!"

Oh what now? Hiccup pointed behind them once he had Stoick's attention. The nadder was still here and was landing, out of striking range. It cocked its head and swung its poisonous spikes at them.

* * *

><p>Finding either her hatchling or the nadder during the raid was proving difficult enough without her hatchling's sire following after her. The raid was ending by the time she was able to search more efficiently.<p>

With the commotion dying down the Nightmare decided to fly a circle around the village. The smoke from the fires would provide adequate cover. She would not leave until she had found her hatchling. She saw her hatchling's sire come out of a building, followed by the strange limbed Viking. Angling down the Nightmare came closer while staying out of sight. Sure enough her little one was with them. And the Nadder sneaking up behind. The Nightmare had been right. She watched as the nadder took off from the roof and swooped in behind them. The Nightmare circled again to get into a better position as the Viking turned to face the nadder. The blue dragon shot out her spikes right as the Nightmare dove to intercept the attack on her hatchling. Her only thought was on protecting her hatchling. If the other Vikings got saved in the process so be it. They were not her concern right now. Most of the spikes bounced off the Nightmare's scales. Three of them pierced her wing. When one spike tore into her wing right below her shoulder blade the Nightmare howled in pain and shot a blast of fire at the other dragon. While the poison wasn't a problem the pain of a torn wing was.

The Nightmare moved forward, keeping herself between the nadder and her hatchling. Cocking its head the other dragon took a few steps back rumbling. The display of nonaggression didn't fool the Nightmare; she saw how the nadder was trying to catch sight of her hatchling. They had both forgotten about the present Vikings until a net was thrown over the nadder. The nadder had enough fire to burn her way through the net and fly away with one last angry squawk at the Nightmare. She took a quick look around to see the Vikings' positions. There were too many Vikings to make a grab at the hatchling, and his sire was keeping him close anyway. The Vikings were closing in on the Nightmare so it was time to leave. She spread her wings then yelped. The spikes in her right wing made getting away impossible by flight. Lighting herself the Nightmare lashed out at the Vikings around her, roaring her displeasure.

"Watch its head!" Someone shouted. Ropes and nets were no good while she was on fire, but that could only last for so long. She turned and shot another flame.

"Ah!"

Her hatchling! She had almost burned her hatchling! The little one was clutching his sire's coverings with wide eyes watching her with fear.

"Gobber, get him out of here!" the Alpha shouted, pushing the little one away. The large Viking strode towards her. She moved defensively, attempting to show no lack of strength but her flame was dying. She only enough for one shot. Opening her mouth the Nightmare readied her flame as the Viking advanced, hammer in hand. This was it; she had him. Deep breath, hold-

"No!" The hatchling shouted, terror clear in his voice. The Nightmare didn't know who he was yelling at but his cry threw off her aim. Her shot went blazing into the sky and her energy depleted, her fire quickly died. The Nightmare bared her teeth menacingly but she knew he was in trouble. She was alone and vulnerable and at the Viking's mercy.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Surprise, a cliff hanger. I never use those. Can I say I am so excited because this story is finally coming to the part that I have been waiting for since I started :)**

**The brick thing was inspired by something my grandmother always used to say when I was a kid. Didn't bother me like it does Hiccup though.**

**Anyone here into SNK or **_**Attack on Titan**_**? I am caught up with the manga and watched the anime twice. It's bad, so bad; I'm behind on my editing and typing because of it. And now my sister is trying to get me to write a fanfic for it. We have an idea but I have so much to do with my HTTYD stuff. You should check out her tumblr, her username is Noristar and her artblog username is ****pkinscorner****, because she came up with a SNK AU where they're all animals and is doing pics and little comics that she'll begin posting soon and they are awesome. Plus, if you ask nicely you might get more HTTYD from her. She does have a Toothless speedpaint on Youtube under the username Pkbucket if you'd like to check that out.**

**KaliAnn: I know, I feel bad for her too (She gets named soonish, that scene is written, I promise) Toothless didn't really care in the end. I don't think he's coming back, it was more like a cameo.**

**Thearizona: Glad to see you here. Lol I haven't even posted the chapters where I'm mean to Stoick yet. I think that's chapter 22 but I'd have to check, although those 27 days were no picnic… for now the Drake has her convinced but the end of this chapter took quite the turn…**

**Everyone else: Thank you for all the support :)**

**As always, special thanks to CB for the edit.**


	20. Helping

This was it. Stoick had the monster that had taken his son. One blow would end the creature. Oddly the dragon wasn't attempting to move or even look at him. The dragon's sole focus was on something behind Stoick. He looked over his shoulder to see Hiccup peeking out from behind Gobber. The boy's eyes were wide and he was clutching the blacksmith's tunic in both hands while Gobber held him there.

Stoick sighed. He couldn't do this; at least not here. "Put it with the others." He ordered turning back to the Nightmare. "Spitelout."

"Yes, Stoick?" Spitelout stepped forward.

"Take care of this." Stoick waved at the village. He took Hiccup by the hand and started for home. "I want all the fires out by dawn." The sky was just beginning to lighten. It was doable. Dawn wouldn't break for another hour; and Spitelout could manage damage control for now. Stoick's main concern was the dragon. He needed to figure what to do with it. He tugged Hiccup along when the boy stopped to watch the dragon being netted and muzzled.

"Dad-"

"Not now, Hiccup." Stoick said.

"But-"

"I said not now, Hiccup." Thankfully that did it and the boy kept his mouth shut.

"Ah, Stoick," Gobber called as he caught up. Great, Stoick thought.

"Not now, Gobber." Stoick had little hope of it working on Gobber as well as it worked on Hiccup. If only everyone could be dealt with by time outs and spankings.

"Right," Gobber said hopping a bit to keep up, "I get it. Mulling things over. Ya need to consider that the beastie just saved yer life. Hurt itself doin it too."

Stoick didn't care about that as he led Hiccup up the hill. It was a dragon and an enemy.

"That nadder was targeting ye-"

"Not. Now." Stoick looked Gobber in the eye and glanced down at Hiccup then back.

"Ah. Right. I'll talk ta ya later then." Gobber ruffled Hiccup's hair and went back to his shop.

Hiccup wanted to talk. Stoick could feel the boy's energy radiating off of him. He stayed quiet though, which was good as Stoick needed to think. Was it not enough that a nightmare was after his son? Now a nadder? How would he solve this if more dragons wanted to steal Hiccup? What if they started going after children in general? The raids were bad enough with dragons simply stealing food. How did this whole situation even happen?

When they got home Stoick steered Hiccup in ahead of him. Breakfast. The kid needed breakfast. What did they have that was quick? Not much as they had been eating in the Great Hall. Oatmeal it was. Hiccup sat at the table watching Stoick as he put the pot over the fire and poured a mug of buttermilk. Stoick always made sure to have milk in the house as it was the easiest thing to give Hiccup between meals.

"Dad?" Hiccup said quietly, "Can I talk now?" He took the mug his father handed him. Stoick wanted to say no; he wanted some peace and quiet before he went out to deal with the village and their inevitable questions. However, Hiccup sounded shaken up, scared, and that wasn't fair. He was a child and needed reassurance that he was safe. Stoick sighed inwardly and nodded, knowing that he would regret this.

"What'th going to happen to her?"

Stoick frowned, "Who?"

"The Nightmare. Dad, you only caught her becauthe she got hurt protecting me. That'th not fair."

Stoick was well aware of that. How could he justify letting the creature go, though? An enemy was an enemy.

"You let me worry about that, Hiccup."

"But Dad-"

"No buts." Stoick said pouring oats into the pot. "I need you to stay in the house today. I've got the village to take care of."

"I can help."

Stoick snorted. Hiccup helping tended to be him making more work for Stoick. He loved the boy, but Stoick didn't want him in the village today. "No. You can't. Stay inside."

"But I can! I could help, uh, Gobber. I could help Gobber."

"And how would you help Gobber?" Stoick asked dishing out the porridge.

"I could take orderth and get thtuff for him. Hand him toolth." Hiccup brightened up, "I could make nailth!"

Stoick tried not to laugh, but it was hard not to. "Make nails, eh?"

"Yeah, you need lotth after a raid, right?" Hiccup looked so hopeful and Stoick would feel better if he was supervised. The last thing Stoick needed was another dragon breaking into his house to steal his son. He was still mad at Gobber about the cupboard issue. The man was the best one in the village with Hiccup though.

"Alright-"

"Yeth!" Hiccup shouted jumping up on his chair.

"I'm not finished." Stoick said quickly. "Sit down. What have I told you about standing on the furniture?"

"Don't." Hiccup said sitting down.

"Feet off the chair, Hiccup. I need to talk to Gobber anyway. We can ask if he's okay with you 'helping'. If he is too busy you will come home and stay in the house, okay?"

"Yup." Hiccup played with his porridge, swinging his feet. Stoick watched him pour his milk into his bowl.

"_If_ you finish your breakfast in the next five minutes." Stoick added standing to clean up.

"What?"

"You heard me, young man. I'm leaving in five minutes. If you haven't finished your breakfast you're staying home." Stoick cleaned up while Hiccup glowered at his oatmeal, eating it resentfully.

"Dad, I'm full."

Stoick looked in his bowl, he was almost finished. "Really?" Stoick said crossing his arms. Hiccup pushed his bowl aside and flopped his head and shoulders on the table.

"Yeth." He moaned, "I can't eat another bite."

Stoick rolled his eyes. Oh the dramatics. "Then I guess yer stayin home." That got the boy sitting up again.

"Why?"

Because the kid wasn't really full, only tired of sitting and eating, Stoick simply had to make him finish his meal. "Because I said so. Finish it or yer stayin' home."

Hiccup grumbled, but at least he finished the oatmeal. It was dawn when they got outside and the fires were all out. Now they needed to repair the damage. Luckily the damage looked minimal this time. Repairs would be quick, then restocking and preparation for the next raid.

"Gobber, ya in here?" The stall was awful quiet. "Gobber?" Everything was still in disarray; the cupboard emptied, items knocked off shelves, a table knocked over.

"Yeah, Stoick?" Gobber said from behind them causing Stoick to jump slightly.

"What are you doin' out there?"

Gobber rolled his eyes, "Helpin' yer brother needs it. What's yer boy doin' here? Figured I wouldn't get to see him for a while."

"I wanna help." Hiccup said.

"Do you mind havin' him here, he doesn't want to stay at home." Stoick eyed the mess in the forge; it wasn't as if Hiccup could make it any worse.

"I want to help," Hiccup repeated. "I can, Gobber. I know where thingth go and I can help with orderth. I can help."

"Sure ya can lad, and I'll be glad of it too. Now, why don' you make sure the back room's not in shambles while I talk to yer dad?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "You can jutht thay you want me gone tho you can talk about grownup thtuff," Hiccup said as he headed to the back room. "I know that'th what you want. And I can hear you from back here."

"Alright, keep it quiet and quick." Stoick told Gobber when Hiccup was in the back. Stoick wanted to get the coming lecture over with so Gobber got it out of his system.

"Stoick, that nadder was after yer boy."

"Thank you, Gobber, I hadn't figured that out." Stoick said sarcastically. This was a waste of time.

Gobber rolled his eyes, "Did you figure out that the Nightmare has been captured because it injured itself protecting yer boy from the nadder?"

"A dragon's a dragon."

"And a debt's a debt."

Stoick glared at his friend. "I owe that monster nothing."

"That's not what others are sayin."

Stoick gave Gobber a long look. "Helpin?"

* * *

><p>"Yup. Making sure you don't do something you'll regret."<p>

Stoick glared at Gobber, "Jus' keep him out of trouble. No locking him in things either."

"Sure thing." Gobber looked around the mess in his stall, "Hiccup? What was that ya were sayin' about helpin?"

Gobber was right; people seemed to think that Stoick owed the dragon. It didn't have to help. It could have gotten away if it hadn't got hurt. It could have burned Stoick. Yes, it was a dragon, but it had earned a bit of mercy.

Reluctantly Stoick gave in. They kept the beast muzzled and tied as the spikes were pulled out and wounds treated. The nadder poison didn't seem to affect the dragon. The Chief gave his permission and found other things to do. He didn't trust the devil and wanted it dead before it tried to steal his son again.

* * *

><p>It was almost midday when the village got back to normal. The only remaining issue was the tired, and cranky, children. That was a problem with the raids that was usually overlooked; late nights and early mornings meant less sleep. Hiccup could go either way. A nap wouldn't do him any harm. It wouldn't do any of the children any harm. At least Hiccup didn't carry on like Snotlout's tantrums. Hiccup wouldn't want to take a nap but the boy could be convinced. Stoick would love the opportunity to take a nap. He wondered what age children went from not wanting naps to wanting them again.<p>

Stoick passed Hoark on his way to the forge. That reminded him that before the raid Hoark had mentioned that he had found a place to keep the ewes before they lambed that would be safe from the dragons. A place they would get to by boat. It was a fine day and Hiccup usually fell asleep on long boat rides.

"Hoark, how far away is that place for the ewes?"

Hoark stopped to face his chief, "Jus' over an hour by sea."

"Have time to show me today?"

Hoark frowned. "Sure, Chief, when?"

Stoick checked the sun, "Jus' after midday work?"

"Sure. I'll meet you at the docks?"

Stoick nodded, "Good." He continued on his way, pleased with himself for finding a way to trick his son into taking a nap.

"Yer getting better lad," Gobber was saying as Stoick came into the stall. "You'll be able to move on to somethin' harder soon."

"Like what?" Hiccup asked as he saw Stoick. "Dad look!" Hiccup ran over to him with a handful of nails. He had a leather apron on, much like the one Gobber wore when working. From the look of the forge most of things had been pushed out of the way rather than cleaned up.

"What am I looking at?"

Hiccup frowned, "Nailth, Dad."

"Okay. Why am I looking at them?" Stoick looked at Gobber for help. The blacksmith just grinned.

"I made them."

"You, you made them?" Stoick gave Gobber a level look. He wouldn't. "You mean you helped Gobber make them."

"No. I made them. By mythelf."

"By yourself. Hiccup, go to the backroom. Gobber and I need to talk about grownup things." Stoick waited for Hiccup to go behind the curtain. "By himself?!" He hissed.

Gobber held his arms up to calm Stoick. "Now hold on. I was right here supervising. I've made sure he knows what he's doing and he is very careful. It's fine."

"Why is he even near that part of the stall?"

Gobber gave him a blank look, "He's learning. You okayed that."

"When? Why would I have okayed him working with tools that weigh more than him? With burning iron and fire? He's too young and too small."

"He is not too young. He's at a good age to start, actually. Give me some credit, Stoick, I don't let him use tools that are too big and I melted the metal for him. I won't let him get hurt. Mostly cause I fear the consequences to myself if I do."

Stoick glared at him, "You better. I'm not happy that you did this behind my back."

"I didn't! I swear, Stoick I thought you knew. Hiccup said he asked you."

Of course he did, Stoick thought. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup peeked out from the back room, "I athked you. You thaid 'Yeth, Hiccup, that'th fine. Eat yer dinner.' I remember becauthe I thought it would be harder to get you to thay yeth."

Stoick blinked at the boy. When was that? Though, it was possible. Hiccup talked so much Stoick had a habit of tuning him out and going along with it. "You decided to never mention it again?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "I do mention it. I told you I wath going to make nailth. You never lithten." He said crossing his arms and glaring at his father, looking for all the world more like a put out puppy than an angry Viking.

Stoick listened. Sometimes. He had heard the part about the nails, but he hadn't realized Hiccup was serious. "Fine. It's time to eat, get yerself cleaned up. And you," He turned to Gobber, "better not let him get hurt."

"I won't, Stoick. He isn't as fragile as you seem to think."

Stoick decided not to respond to that, partly because Hiccup came back in to hang up his apron and rubbing his eyes. That reminded Stoick, "We're going out for the afternoon."

"Oh, ya are, are ya?" Gobber asked with a knowing look.

"Where?" Hiccup asked eagerly.

Stoick ignored Gobber's knowing look. Sometimes the man was too perceptive. "Just to see about a place for the ewes. To keep them safe from the dragons."

Hiccup slumped, "Walking?" He asked in a disappointed voice.

"This wouldn't have anything to do with a certain d-r-a-g-o-n would it?" Gobber asked.

"I can thpell, you know." Hiccup said.

"No." Stoick told Gobber, "I've been meaning to do this before Fall sets in. We get there by boat, Hiccup. Not a lot of walking."

"Whatever you say." Gobber said. "Have a good trip and watch out for goblins. They like ta mess with people. Could put a hole in yer boat."

"They could?" Hiccup looked up at Stoick anxiously. He had grown up hearing horror stories about boats sinking on the open water, much to Stoick's disproval.

"No, Hiccup. Goblins don't exist," Stoick said steering the boy out before Gobber made things worse. How many times did Stoick have to tell him not to tell the boy stories?

"They prefer to come out in the dark so if ya leave before nightfall ye'll probably be fine." Gobber called after them.

Stoick glared back at Gobber as he assured his son that no, there are no goblins, everything will be fine.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So, yeah. Hiccup and Stoick are fine… Nightmare's not dead… Things are okay, right?**

**So my sister FINALY drew me an icon thingy, yay. It was payment for the **_**Attack on Titan**_** fic I am now writing… and no, I did not ask for a ham in glasses. Those do not look like my glasses at all for one thing and that is not what I mean by Ham in my username. It is a tribute to Tolkien's story "Farmer Giles of Ham" using my Uni nickname of Bobbin. It's an icon though so I'm not really complaining.**

**Kas3y: Don't worry; I have no plans to kill the Drake. Even CB doesn't know that and she never reads the posted version so she won't see this :) **** You know something she doesn't.**

**Thearizona: I checked my chapters and it's chapter 23 not 22 where I'm mean to Stoick. Yeah, I'm kinda bad about cliff hangers in this story. They're just so easy with the Nightmare and Stoick…**

**AdreaSpark: Thank you, I love writing those scenes with Hiccup. He's so much fun to just have running around in the background. Yes, I have started the **_**Attack on Titan**_** fic. I blame my sister. She also has an awesome AU she's working on, nothing's posted yet but I'll be sure to let you know when it is. She draws instead of writes and I literally just gave her an idea that upset her, involving Levi, Farlan, and Isabel. I'm not her sister anymore apparently lol.**


	21. Boat Rides and Punishments

"Do you think we'll see a scauldron?" Hiccup asked leaning over the side of the boat and gazing intently at the water, completely unaware that he was about to fall in. Before the boy fell in Stoick hauled him back in the by the collar of his shirt and continued tying off the rigging.

"No, Hiccup. We're too close to shore."

"What about thunderdrumth? They live close to shore, right?"

Stoick sighed. "Probably not." They were fifteen minutes into the trip and Hiccup showed no signs of falling asleep. Hoark was most likely regretting his offer to come instead of giving directions.

"Thelkieth?"

Stoick took a seat on the bench. "Sit down, Hiccup."

Hiccup sat near his father's feet and leaned on the side of the boat. "Are there thelkieth?" He asked as he put his chin on his arms and watched the water.

"For the last time, there are no such things as selkies."

Hiccup turned his head to look at his father, "But Gobber thaid-"

"Gobber's pulling yer leg, Hiccup."

Hiccup didn't respond; instead he went back to watching the water. Five minutes later he was falling asleep. Stoick was relieved that the boy was finally falling asleep until he noticed that one good wave was all it would take to soak him where the boy was, Stoick noticed. However, if Stoick moved him now Hiccup could wake up. Best to leave him; Stoick could keep an eye on the water until Hiccup was completely out.

"That what he's always like?" Hoark asked from the helm. Fair question, most adults had limited contact with Hiccup. No one wanted to look after the boy for anything longer than ten minutes; Stoick assumed it was the boy's energy. Stoick snorted in reply while watching Hiccup, trying to gage how deeply the boy was sleeping. Leaning forward Stoick brushed his hand over Hiccup's head. The boy murmured and Stoick quickly withdrew his hand. He wasn't out deeply enough yet.

"He's chatty. You can tell him to stop if it bothers you. He'll at least try." The boat rocked a bit more as the waves picked up. At this point Hiccup would go back to sleep if woken. Stoick pulled his son away from the railing and onto his lap.

"Hmm?" Hiccup blinked heavy eyes and looked up at his father.

"Shh, Hiccup, go back to sleep." Stoick settled Hiccup in his arms, smiling when the boy snuggled in and fell back to sleep easily.

"So, uh, Chief. That, uh, that dragon." Hoark said from the stern.

Not that blasted beast again. All Stoick wanted to do was kill it and move on.

"A bunch of us were thinkin and, well, it's owed a debt, Chief."

"A debt? That monster stole Hiccup. If anything we are even." Stoick struggled to keep his voice down so as not to wake Hiccup. The whole issue made him irritated.

"We thought about that and, uh, Gobber and Spitelout pointed out that they did return the lad when he got sick. So," Hoark turned the boat to keep the coast in view. He sounded nervous. He should be.

"I'm not discussing this." Thankfully Hoark didn't press the issue, unlike Gobber.

Hiccup shifted, turning his face into Stoick's shoulder. Stoick moved him so his head wasn't on the iron cloak clasp but on Stoick's neck. He focussed on the boy's breathing to calm himself down. They were silent until Hoark steered them into the coastline.

"There's a path up there, we can beach the boat near it," Hoark said. Stoick nodded; he needed to row them in.

"Time ta wake up, Hiccup." Stoick brushed Hiccup's hair off his forehead.

"No," Hiccup murmured sleepily.

"Yes it is." Stoick lifted Hiccup off his lap and set the boy on his feet. Hiccup immediately sat down and leaned against Stoick's knee, yawning. Stoick grabbed the oars and started rowing them in while Hoark steered. Once the boat was run aground Stoick handed Hiccup down to Hoark so the boy at least stayed dry. Then he jumped into the shin deep water to haul the boat up with Hoark's help while Hiccup headed up the beach. There they tied the boat to a tree.

"Hiccup." Stoick called the boy back from where he had wandered down the rocky coast.

"The path is just down here. Bout a five minute walk inland." Hoark said, raising an eyebrow when Hiccup fell on the rocky shore. The boy picked himself up and continued running. Did the kid never learn? Stoick thought shaking his head.

"Dad, Dad, there'th thelkieth! Right over there! Thee?" Hiccup pointed to some rocks out in the water where a group of seals were sunning themselves.

Stoick sighed; he needed to have another talk with Gobber. "Those are seals, Hiccup." He took the boy's hand. He didn't want Hiccup flitting off here.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "They only look like thealth. They're wearing theal thkinth."

"Of course. How silly of me." Stoick said. Really, Gobber knew how Stoick felt about these ridiculous tales.

"It's just up ahead," Stoick heard the humour in Hoark's voice. They came out of the woods into a clearing. It wasn't very big, which meant that it wouldn't be visible from the sky. Putting up fencing would be easy enough. All in all it was a good place.

"Is there a water source?" Stoick asked. The sheep would need one. "Stay in the clearing, Hiccup." He said letting go of the boy's hand.

"There is one down there." Hoark said pointing to a deer trail through the trees. "We'll need to clear a path to it."

"Let's see it then. Come on, Hiccup. Hiccup?" Stoick looked down at the boy who was sitting on the ground rolling up one pant leg. "What are ya doin?"

"I hurt my knee." Hiccup said as he began to inspect it.

Stoick took a deep breath; of course he did. Stoick knelt down to check. A nasty bruise was forming, Stoick felt it gently; nothing out of place or broken.

"Yer fine. Up ya get." Stoick stood and lifted Hiccup to his feet. He took the boy's hand again to prevent wandering. The brook wasn't far; clearing out a wide path would be easy.

"Think the ewes could winter out here?" Stoick asked Hoark. Hiccup was tugging wanting to explore; Stoick shook his hand to tell him to behave silently.

"It's fairly sheltered. I think they'd be fine. We could send a few this winter and see how they fare." Hoark suggested.

"Sounds good. May as well get some of the work done since we've come all the way out here." Stoick stepped back into the clearing. He would let Hiccup go while they were in an open place.

"Aye. Got some tools in the boat." Hoark went off to get them while Stoick inspected the trees around and near the clearing for use as fenceposts.

"Stay where I can see you, Hiccup." Stoick said as Hiccup poked around nearby.

"Are there elveth here?" Hiccup asked as he knelt to check a rotten log.

"I don't kno-" Stoick stopped himself when he realized what Hiccup had asked, "No, Hiccup. There are no such things as elves." Why the boy wanted to believe in so many troublesome creatures when they already had dragons to deal with was beyond Stoick.

"Are you thure?"

"Yes, Hiccup, I'm very sure that they don't exist."

"Stoick?" Hoark called.

"Over here. I found a good tree; bring the axe. Hiccup, go back to the clearing." Stoick told the boy. Best not to have him underfoot. Knowing Hiccup he'd somehow manage to get hit by the tree.

"I can help." Hiccup protested.

Stoick had been told that he should be happy Hiccup wanted to help. Take advantage of it while the lad's willingness to learn work skills lasted because the lad would soon outgrow the desire to be helpful. The problem was Hiccup wasn't helpful at all. He wanted to be but he didn't listen and then he tried to help without thinking it through causing disaster.

"Not this time, Hiccup. Clearing. Now."

"I never get to do anything." Hiccup muttered as he stomped back to the clearing to sulk. Stoick shook his head and took the axe from Hoark.

* * *

><p>It was dark in the cave. The Vikings had blocked the exit so the Nightmare couldn't get out. The cave was small too, only just big enough for her. At least they had taken the bindings off. Her wing hurt where the nadder's spike had gotten it. With nothing else to do the Nightmare kept licking it.<p>

The pain and captivity was worth it though. Her hatchling was safe. No thanks to his sire. Stupid Viking alpha couldn't even tell when his own offspring was being stalked. The Nightmare was still worried, though. _She_ was interested in the little one and that was never good. The most likely reason was greed. With a hatchling to look after only one out of a pair went on raids. That was why _She_ didn't have an issue with taking hatchlings as a punishment; it meant both parents were now free to raid for _Her_.

The nadder that had attacked had a brood of her own. Three winters she had managed to keep all of them alive. The hatchlings were probably gone now. _She_ didn't like failure. It would have been better for the little ones if their mother had been killed. They were old enough to get by with only one parent in that nest. The only positive light here was with the Nightmare captured the chaos might die down. Hopefully _She_ would lose interest in the Viking hatchling.

The good weather held and the adults had decided to have supper on the shore round a fire. Hiccup insisted that they keep an eye on the boat as the evening wore on and grew antsy as dusk set in.

* * *

><p>"I told you Hiccup, goblins don't exist. The boat's fine. Sit down." Stoick said exasperated.<p>

"How do you know?" Hiccup asked. He was all wound up and spooked at every sound. He wanted to go; get away before goblins could do anything to the boat that would cause them to sink in open water.

"Gobber?" Hoark asked Stoick with a laugh.

"Yes." Stoick finally had enough and pulled the boy down onto the log beside him, "I just know, Hiccup. Goblins do not exist."

The cool night air was setting in. Next to the fire was warm, but Hiccup's back was cold. What if the goblins snuck up from behind? Hurriedly Hiccup turned around on the log; back to the fire to watch the woods.

"I'm going to kill Gobber." He heard his father mutter. "Alright, let's go." Stoick stood and dowsed the flames. "Not so fast," his father grabbed his collar before Hiccup could bolt for the boat. "We need to make sure the fire's completely out."

Hoark gathered their things while Stoick showed Hiccup how to cover up all signs of their fire to hide that they had been there. Not necessary in this case, but a good skill to know. Once that was done Stoick lifted Hiccup into the boat before helped Hoark push the boat into the water.

Hiccup went straight to checking the hull for holes.

"What are ya doing?" Stoick asked when he got in.

Hiccup didn't bother looking up; he kept feeling around. "Making thure there aren't any holeth."

"For the last time, there are no goblins. Sit down, out of the way."

Hiccup was ushered to the bow next to the bags. He sat there grumbling; he was only helping. It was colder out on the water so he dug around in his father's pack till he found the blanket he knew was there and wrapped it around himself. He sat quietly while his dad and Hoark got the boat to sea; he knew better than to talk, they needed to pay attention especially at night. It would be too easy to hit a rock.

"So, Gobber tell the kid lots of stories like that?" Hoark asked when they were on course for home.

"All the time. He's always riling Hiccup up with those stupid stories."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. They weren't stupid. All those creatures existed; it was best to know about these things. Be prepared. He moved some stuff around so he could curl up out of the wind.

When they got back to Berk his dad was going to have to make a decision about the Nightmare. Hiccup didn't want to live with her again, but he didn't want her dead either. His dad wouldn't do anything till morning. Maybe Hiccup could sneak in and let her out. The rocking of the boat was calming and rhythmic. Hiccup fell asleep planning the Nightmare's escape while the waves slapped the hull.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Ugh, editing this reminds me how much Stoick annoyed me here. What happens in chapters 24 and 25 were supposed to happen here but noooooo, Stoick and that stupid Nightmare are too stubborn for that to happen. Glaciers move faster than Stoick when it comes to adapting. **

**Kas3y: I know, it's hard to believe I've gotten over 20 chapters. I also can't believe u started planning this story almost a year ago too, it's crazy.**

**KaliAnn: I'll admit that I haven't bothered to research any smithing and have used other books I've read as a guide. Mostly **_**The Magic Circle**_** by Tamora Pierce… **

**Thearizona: No, no it is chapter 23 I promise. And she gets a name eventually…**


	22. Monsters

"Just think about it, Chief." Hoark said as he headed home. Stoick grunted; it was looking like he'd have little choice if everyone was talking the way Hoark was. What was with them and that stupid dragon? It was a monster and should be sent to Hel.

Stoick shifted Hiccup's weight to open the door. Hiccup was dead to the world; Stoick often thought dropping the boy wouldn't wake him up when he was like this. Not that he wanted to test that theory. He put his son to bed and made himself a mug of tea. He didn't want to give in and show the dragon any more mercy than it had already received. It seemed, however, that people in Berk didn't feel the same way. Stoick hated to admit it, but if it weren't a dragon Stoick would agree with them. He went to bed.

* * *

><p>"Dad!"<p>

Stoick groaned inwardly. It felt like he had only just closed his eyes.

"Dad!" Hiccup shook his arm vigorously before Stoick gave in. He opened his eyes; Hiccup was hovering next to the bed.

"What's it?"

"I-I had a bad dream." Hiccup whispered, his voice shaking. "Pleathe, Dad, don't kill her. I know she wath bad, but I think it'th cauthe she wath thad. I don't want you to kill her, pleathe." The boy was worked up with tears and all. Sitting up Stoick pulled Hiccup onto the bed,

"Okay," He said soothingly, rocking Hiccup to stop his shaking. "It's okay."

"No, it'th not. You're going to kill her. She'th going to be ready, though, she could get you. She could thet everything on fire. Dad, I don't want you to fight her. Pleathe don't fight her." Hiccup said desperately as he clutched Stoick's tunic, hiccupping as he tried to hold back his tears.

"Shh, Hiccup. I won't. Calm down," Stoick kept rocking him. It must have been some dream to have the boy this scared.

"Don't kill her." Hiccup whimpered into Stoick's shoulder.

"I won't. It's okay, Hiccup, I won't. The dragon's safe. No one will hurt her." Stoick didn't notice that he had referred to the dragon as a 'her.' All his focus was on calming his child down. He meant it though; the dragon was safe, for now. It wouldn't be harmed. As soon as it was well Stoick would even set it free.

Hiccup calmed a little, "You promithe?" He asked as he wiped tears from his face. Stoick leaned over to the night table and grabbed a handkerchief; he always kept some stashed nearby, and wiped Hiccup's nose.

"I promise. Everything's okay." Stoick waited for Hiccup to stop sniffling, "Is that what your dream was about?"

Hiccup was quiet, fiddling with Stoick's beard. Finally he nodded. "You were going to kill her and went to the arena. She- she wath ready. She set the arena on fire and you- you fought with her. The fire wath everywhere and she kept thnapping at you. Then y-you bashed your hammer o-over her head and there was a crack and-" Hiccup sniffed and took some shaky breaths, "You w-were on fire. Everyone was thcreaming. You two killed each other and no one could help becauthe the fire, and, and" He started crying again, sobbing into Stoick's shoulder.

"Shh, no one's going to die. It was just a dream." Stoick kept rocking Hiccup and the boy clung to him, soaking the shoulder of his tunic. Stoick rubbed circles on Hiccup's back and rocked the boy to sleep. After that he continued to sit there in the dark. The blasted beast was too injured to be able to fly away so needed to be contained until then. But if he wasn't going to kill the Nightmare what was he going to do with it? How could Stoick be sure that it wouldn't go after his son when it was free?

* * *

><p>The muzzle was on her again; not too tight but enough to prevent her from biting and shooting fire. The chains the Vikings had her locked down with were strong enough to withstand her flame, even when she was fully lit. The shackles, however, would get hot enough to make her scales burn which effectively stopped her from using her flame within the cave. They gave her fish but she didn't want to eat; not what they gave her. Other than to throw in their unwanted food no Viking came to see her. She was left alone in her prison.<p>

Her cave opened and the sunlight streamed in, hurting her eyes. Growling the Nightmare hunched herself. A Viking limped in; the same one that came to her nest.

"Alright, beastie, easy now let's get ya out of here." He unhooked her chain from the wall and led her out into the sunshine. She didn't like this place; it smelt of dragons and fear and anger. There was also the unmistakable smell of blood worked deep into the ground. The Nightmare knew there were other dragons in the arena; she had smelled and heard them when they brought her into this place. Numerous dragons. Some angry, some in anguish, and all locked up in little caves like hers. This was a place of despair, like _Her_ nest.

"Be ready with that gate, Hoark," the funny limbed Viking yelled. He unlocked her chain and quickly left. There was a clank out of her sight. When she looked out of her now open cave the Nightmare could see no way out; even the sky was blocked with more chains. She shook her head, what were they up to? With that shake the Nightmare noticed the chains covering her shifted in a loose sort of way. She shook herself to loosen the chains enough to free her wings then opened her left wing to free both of them. Her right wing was stiff and wrapped up with some sort of Viking wrapping. Using her claws she slid the muzzle from her snout before chewing the wrappings off her wing. She gazed around the arena again; there was nowhere to go so she crawled back into her cave to curl up.

* * *

><p>"How's it doing?" Stoick asked when he met Gobber in the blacksmith's stall that afternoon. Hiccup had bounced off to the back with a blueprint Gobber had given him.<p>

"Not eating still. Mopin' bout in there."

"Well, if it wants to starve itself there's nothing I can do 'bout that. What did you give Hiccup?"

Gobber shrugged, "Project outline."

"For what? I don't want him handling anything heavy or sharp." Stoick was regretting allowing this apprenticeship every time he came into the forge and saw the fire, the burning metal, the sharp weapons, the heavy tools, and the grinding stone amongst other things. Pretty much everything in there scared him now that he knew Hiccup was using them.

"Relax, you're more uptight than a frazzled terror when it comes to that kid. He's only learning how to read it." Gobber put an axe blade to the grinding stone, sending up sparks. How had Stoick never noticed how hazardous this place was?

"You let that dragon starve and it'll upset the boy."

"What?" Stoick was still preoccupied with the sparking grindstone. "You don't let him use that, right?"

Gobber laughed, "of course not; yet," Gobber dismissed Stoick's concerned comment with a slight wave of his hand. "I'm talking about the dragon now, Stoick. The dra-gon. You know, big red beast in the arena." He laughed off Stoick's glare before continuing. "I said if you let that beast starve it'll upset your boy. Might get more nightmares." Gobber chuckled at his pun.

Stoick raised an eyebrow. "You want me to nurse the monster now?"

Gobber shrugged. "As I understand it you promised yer kid the beastie was safe."

"That does not mean it's my responsibility to ensure it eats!" Stoick said in exasperation.

"If it sees Hiccup it might eat." Gobber continued as if he hadn't heard Stoick's outburst.

"Sees? You're madder than I thought if yer suggestin' that." Stoick turned to leave. He was done with this conversation.

"Fine. I'll just tell the boy it's starving itself when he asks. Or he'll hear it round the village. He'll sneak up there by himself. Isn't it better that you take him up there supervised?" Gobber put the axe blade aside and got up to lean on his counter, drumming his fingers. "You know he will, Stoick. Even if it's purely out of curiosity. Isn't it best you don't let him go there alone?"

Stoick stood in the doorway. It was true. He hated having to admit he had so little control over his own son. "Fine. I'll take him up there after supper. Meanwhile YOU behave yourself. I don't want him wound up anymore today."

"When am I ever not behaving myself?" Gobber called out as Stoick left.

* * *

><p>This was a bad plan. A very bad plan Stoick thought as he crossed the bridge to the arena with Hiccup. What was he thinking by doing this?<p>

"You are not to go in there with it, understood?" Stoick said as they climbed up to the viewing area. Hiccup nodded, tightening his grip on Stoick's fingers. He had been both excited and nervous about visiting when Stoick told him. It had been a quiet supper which made Stoick uneasy. He had learned that nothing good followed Hiccup's bouts of quietness.

He needn't have worried. Hiccup stayed close by his side as they approached the arena.

"Where ith she?" Hiccup whispered. Stoick took his hand from Hiccup and put it round the boy's shoulder and squeezed.

"In there," Stoick pointed to her cell. "It's open; the dragon doesn't want to come out."

"Like she doethn't want to eat?"

Stoick nodded. Hiccup looked at the caged arena with a frown and Stoick wondered what was going through his head.

"She'th more thad. She doethn't want to be alone. She'th married."

"Dragons don't marry, Hiccup. They have mates because they need two dragons to have babies." Stoick felt Hiccup leaning on him, "Do you want to go home?"

Hiccup shook his head, watching the cell where the Nightmare was. He straightened up, "Dad, she'th coming out."

There was a red snout sticking out of the cell, sniffing. Slowly the dragon came out into the open, looking around. Hiccup pressed into Stoick's side keeping his eyes on the dragon. When it saw them the Nightmare growled. Perhaps this hadn't been a good idea. Stoick was quite certain it was a very bad idea when the monster leapt onto the ceiling chains where they were; hanging on the chains with her left wing. Normally Stoick would stand his ground. Normally Hiccup would be nowhere near Stoick in such a situation. Instead Stoick quickly backed up, Hiccup in tow. That seemed to calm the Nightmare; at least some of the anger left its eyes. How had Stoick never noticed that a dragon's head fit through the chains?

"Hiccup!" Stoick grabbed the boy's collar when he moved closer to the dragon's head and all those teeth. This was a dumb idea, a very dumb idea.

"It'th okay, Dad." Hiccup said as he reached out to pet the dragon's snout. It sniffed Hiccup's hand and began to croon. "I'm thorry you're thad. Where'th your huthband?"

"Dragon's don't have husbands, Hiccup." Stoick said. He was refraining from pulling Hiccup away. The dragon wasn't fully threatening right now with its eyes half shut and making purring noises as Hiccup pet it.

"Why aren't you eating?" Hiccup asked. Stoick half smiled at Hiccup's childishness, asking questions of things that could not answer. The smile left and he pulled his son behind him when the dragon rubbed its head against the boy. One snap was all it would take; Hiccup could fit inside the dragon's mouth. The Nightmare growled at Stoick.

"Dad, she wathn't going to hurt me."

"We're going home." Stoick said. He had had enough, more than he could take really. Having Hiccup this close to a dragon, even a contained one, scared him far more than Stoick would ever admit.

"We jutht got here. She hathn't eaten yet."

"It's not a discussion, Hiccup. We're going home." Stoick tugged the boy along pretending he couldn't hear the dragon's growls.

"Dad," Hiccup said at the top of the stairs, pulling back by dragging his feet.

Stoick pulled Hiccup in front of him and grabbed the boy's shoulders, "I said we are going home." He emphasised his words with a shake. He immediately regretted it when he saw Hiccup's wide frightened eyes and quivering bottom lip. Stoick was Chief though, and he would stand firm. The Nightmare was throwing a fit in the arena. Stoick didn't look back; he went home with his sniffling son. Maybe the shake was too much; he shouldn't have taken his frustration out on the boy.

Hiccup made to go to the bedroom when they got home; most likely to sit on his bed. That's where Stoick sent him when he was in trouble.

"Hiccup."

The boy stiffened, but stopped and waited with his back to his father and his head hanging. Stoick sighed and walked in front of his son to crouch down, "You aren't in trouble, son."

More sniffing, "I'm not?"

"No. I was mad at the dragon, not you." I'm sorry. It shouldn't be so hard to say, but Stoick was Chief; he wasn't supposed to apologize for his actions. He could, however, wrap his arms around his son when Hiccup threw himself against Stoick to bury his face against his neck.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare howled her rage and beat on the chains keeping her locked away from her hatchling and that monster. She shot flame after flame into the sky until her fire died and she was exhausted. Curling up the Nightmare lay in the open of the arena letting out a mournful croon. Her wing ached, hunger was gnawing at her, but the worst pain was seeing her hatchling being forced from her.<p>

* * *

><p>Stoick was busy with meetings and raid preparations that evening so had arranged for Gobber to babysit while he was out, ensuring that Hiccup would not head up to the dragon alone. The day was finally over though and Stoick made his way up the stairs to his home by moonlight. Even before he opened the door Stoick could hear Gobber's voice. Yet another talk was in order; it was well past Hiccup's bedtime.<p>

"What are-"

"Shh, you'll wake him." Gobber said from his chair by the fire. Hiccup was passed out in Gobber's arms.

"Why isn't he in bed?" Stoick asked, taking his son from his friend.

"Couldn't sleep. He's awful worried 'bout that dragon." Gobber said stretching, "Ugh, thanks. Didn't dare move once he did drift off." He eyed the sleeping child. "Though it seems like I didn't need to worry 'bout that."

"I've told you, once he's out, he's out. I want him in bed on time." Stoick went into the bedroom to tuck Hiccup in for the night.

"He couldn't sleep." Gobber repeated when Stoick came back out, "I was tellin' him stories, good ones, stories you've approved, to calm him down. That dragon-"

"Is not getting any more of my time."

"Stoick-"

"He's not going near it again!" Stoick shouted. Bad move. Stoick stepped into the bedroom to check on Hiccup. The boy had shifted and stirred a bit, but looked like he would settle back to sleep. Stoick went back to face Gobber.

"I've had it. The thing is a monster. One wrong move and it could kill him. Did you see what it did to Hiccup's arm? Hiccup is not going near it again." Stoick said pacing. If he hadn't made that promise to Hiccup he would be in the arena right now killing the devil. He had half a mind to do so anyway.

"Stoick calm down, I don't think it's dangerous. I'm not saying we name it Cuddles and adopt it as a pet, I am just saying that it won't hurt yer boy."

"It already hurt him!" Stoick needed to stop yelling; he was going to wake Hiccup up.

"And he's worried that it's going to die." Gobber said calmly.

"Dad?"

Damn it. Stoick turned to his son who was rubbing his eyes and holding onto his baby blanket. Stoick had forgotten to put it away.

"Go back to bed, Hiccup."

Instead Hiccup crossed the room to Stoick. "I heard yelling."

Stoick ran his hand over Hiccup's head and held the boy against him, rubbing his back. "Gobber's just being a nuisance. Everything's fine."

"Don't you listen to him, Hiccup. Yer dad's being boar-headed again." Gobber said from his seat. Stoick shot him a look.

"Now, go back to bed, it's late," Stoick said while giving Hiccup a little push toward the bedroom. Hiccup hesitated, playing with the edge of his blanket,

"She's going to die, ithn't she?"

Gobber gave Stoick a pointed look that somehow said both 'I told you so' and 'deal with this.' Stoick glared back at him before crouching down in front of Hiccup.

"It's only a dragon, son. If it won't eat there's nothing we can do."

"But she'th thad. Maybe if I athked her to eat she will."

Stoick brushed Hiccup's hair back and cupped his cheek so the boy would look at him, "I don't want you in there. And it's 'would' not 'will.' Now, back to bed."

Hiccup reluctantly went and Stoick sat down with a sigh.

"Yer makin' a mistake." Gobber said.

Stoick refused to even look at him. With any luck the beast would die on its own.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So part one of being mean to Stoick. I'm not that mean here, it was my first attempt to force Stoick to do what I wanted by going through Hiccup. I feel kind of bad giving the kid nightmares (hehe I like the pun) but it got Stoick off his "it's going to die" course of action; he budged a little but not enough.**

**Have I mentioned that the ham's glasses look nothing like mine? Seriously what did you use as a reference Nori?**

**KaliAnn: It is weird isn't it? I thought so too when he had issues with trolls in the movie. The belief in such creatures lasted into the Victorian age in rural areas so it's odd that Stoick doesn't believe in them, given how traditional he is. Makes me wonder who told Hiccup his name would ward off trolls.**

**Thearizona: It will be next chapter, I promise. Though it probably isn't as bad as you're expecting though… mostly emotional pain. The easiest way to get to Stoick is through Hiccup, that's all I'm saying. The Nightmare does have a name; I use it when talking to my sister, who knows it. I call her Mama Nightmare too though. But you're right, it could be revealed in 2 chapters or 20… :)**


	23. Mistakes

Stoick groaned as the morning light streamed in. He didn't want to get up. However, it was past dawn already and he was already behind schedule. He should have kicked Gobber out when he got home instead of letting the man pour him that first mug of ale.

"Hiccup, time to get up."

No answer. "Hiccup." Stoick said dragging himself out of bed. He hated mornings some days, particularly mornings which followed late nights with Gobber and ale. Stoick turned to Hiccup's bed. It was empty. Huh, Stoick thought. Hiccup must already be up and in the main room. Odd, though, that Stoick hadn't heard him get up; he had to pass Stoick's bed to leave the room.

"Hiccup?" Stoick called out as he headed for the hearth, "Hiccup come downstairs for breakfast." Stoick put the kettle over the fire, then the pot. Nothing. He looked up at the loft. "Hiccup. Answer me when I call you." Still nothing. Grumbling, Stoick stood on the bottom step. "Hiccup. Do not make me come up there, young man." No response. Stoick let out a sharp breath; he was not in the mood for this. He climbed the stairs to the loft ready to give Hiccup a good scolding only to find sheets of paper everywhere, charcoal scattered, toys arranged in what looked like a village. And Hiccup was nowhere to be seen.

Stoick turned and ran down the stairs and out the door towards the arena. If Hiccup was okay he was in so much trouble.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare woke early with the sun and felt the small warmth of her hatchling still curled up under her wing. All was right with the world despite the chains and bars. Her little one smelled like a Viking again so the Nightmare started washing him gently; she didn't want to wake him yet. The little one curled up tighter and pressed in against her. He had snuck in during the early hours of the morning and curled up under her wing and chattered to her about eating and only went to sleep after she had eaten several fish.<p>

"Hiccup!"

The Nightmare growled and closed in around her hatchling as the gate was opened to let the Alpha in. She merely had to glance at Stoick to know how furious he was, she didn't need to know much about Vikings to see that. Something in his lumbering step and the nasty glint in his eye made her feel more aggressive and she refrained from lighting herself on fire to protect her little one. He woke her hatchling.

"Hiccup!" The Alpha growled striding closer. The little one pushed out from under her wing.

"Dad?"

"What are you doing?"

The Nightmare curled her tail around her hatchling and growled a warning.

"I couldn't thleep. I wanted to make her feel better cauthe she'th thad. You were thleeping." He was leaning back into her so the Nightmare hunched herself to appear bigger to show that she would protect her little one.

"So you came out here alone? Come here. Now." The Alpha commanded, he didn't take his eyes off of the Nightmare and she refused to break eye contact with him.

The hatchling fidgeted, "Am I in trouble?"

"More trouble than you have ever been in in your life. Here. Now."

Still the hatchling hesitated, "Ith the Nightmare in trouble? Cauthe she didn't do anything wrong! She ate, I got her to eat."

"Hiccup. Do not make me tell you again."

Slowly the hatchling moved forward, climbing over the Nightmare's tail. She crooned and tried to get him to stay, but he pushed her away gently. With his head hanging he approached his sire.

"I'm thorry." He sniffled.

"We'll talk about it at the house." The Alpha said without taking his eyes off the Nightmare. He had his hammer loose in his hand.

"Dad, you promithed. You promithed you wouldn't fight her." The hatchling said grabbing his sire's hand in both of his.

"Go home, Hiccup. We'll talk there."

"Daddy!" The little one cried, clearly very distressed. The Nightmare couldn't do a thing about it with him so close to his sire. "You promithed!"

The Viking stopped and looked down at the little one still clinging to his hand.

"You promithed."

The smell of fear was coming from the hatchling as well as anger. The Nightmare cocked her head when the Alpha sighed and gave in with a nod. She rumbled a question. Of course the Viking didn't answer; he kept himself between the Nightmare and his offspring as they left.

* * *

><p>Hiccup wiped his nose on his right sleeve as his father had a firm grip on his left hand. Hiccup could feel how tense his father was and he didn't dare drag his feet like he usually would. His dad was angrier than Hiccup had ever seen; refusing to say anything to Hiccup and he knew it was best to just follow along at the brisk pace that Stoick set. His father didn't stop or even acknowledge the few people already awake and outside. One look at Stoick's face was all that was needed to keep their distance.<p>

When they got home Stoick wrenched the door open and pushed Hiccup in ahead of him. Hiccup stood in the room with his head down, fiddling with his fingers. He was waiting for the outburst, the yelling. This part of getting in trouble was the scariest. However, no outburst had begun. His dad didn't say anything; he merely paced around the room too angry to speak. The silence dragged on making Hiccup more and more uncomfortable until he couldn't take it any longer.

"Dad?" Hiccup cringed when his father stopped midstep.

"Stay in the house." He said glaring at Hiccup. "You're grounded. We'll talk later. Understand?"

Hiccup nodded. He understood that he was in trouble and his dad was angry. He wasn't quite sure what it was that had made his dad angry. He assumed it was going in to see the Nightmare, though he didn't get why that made his dad this angry. Hiccup went to the bedroom and climbed on his bed to wait for his dad. Once Stoick had calmed down he'd punish Hiccup and tell him why he was angry. Then it would be okay again.

* * *

><p>The Nightmare decided to finally cooperate. She began to eat the food she was given and even allowed the Vikings to see her. No more hiding. Maybe they'd let her hatchling come back then. There were two here today, the two who had been in her nest. She stayed quiet and calm, not even allowing herself to growl.<p>

"See?" Funny limb said, "Quiet as a mouse. Yer brother's spookin' at nothing."

The other one snorted, "It's a dragon. It might not intentionally hurt the boy, but it will at some point. Did you see his arm?" He tipped a barrel of fish into the arena for her and the Nightmare, being a good guest, ate the fish.

"I'm going down there." Funny limb said leaving the edge above her. The other one looked surprised.

"Down there? In the arena? Gobber, if you kill that beast-"

"Relax," came Funny Limb's voice, "I won't-"

The Nightmare couldn't hear anymore, just his muffled voice. She spread her good wing and lay down to sun herself. Appear non-threatening, that's how she'd get to see her hatchling again.

The gate clicked and started lifting. Funny Limb came in slowly. The Nightmare watched him carefully as he approached.

"Easy now, beastie. Provin' a point, that's all. That's a good beastie. Nice and quiet." He said coming closer and closer till he was right in front of her.

"Spitelout, ya big baby, get in here. Nothin' ta worry 'bout."

"It's unnatural, Gobber." The other one called from the gate.

"It's only till the dragon can fly away again. Stoick's only goin' along with this to prevent more nightmares that wake Hiccup up crying. You know how that man is with tears. I want to make it easier on them both and that means getting along with this here monster. So get over here."

The Viking by the gate muttered under his breath as he made his way across the arena to the Nightmare. She looked at Funny Limb, confused by their actions. Vikings were violent, evil monsters yet here two of them stood right in front of her weaponless after giving her food. The Viking in front of her looked as if he wanted to start petting her to prove his point, something she would gladly take his remaining hand for. She'd go along with whatever he wanted, though, and seeing as they were weaponless she laid her head down again and paid them no mind. It was for her hatchling, she thought, all for her hatchling.

* * *

><p>It was nearing supper before Stoick went home again. As far as he knew Hiccup had obeyed the command to stay inside which was something. People had been less annoying with their problems today so Stoick assumed he looked as angry as Gobber claimed he did. He couldn't help it; every time he thought about Hiccup sneaking out or finding his son in that devil's clutches he became furious. He had meant to go home sooner, but he was too angry to deal with Hiccup. The anger was fuelled by fear; Stoick was willing to admit that to himself. He was not about to give Gobber the satisfaction of admitting it to him. Stoick was Chief and a Chief felt no fear, at least, a Chief admitted to no fear.<p>

Taking a deep breath Stoick opened his door, ready for whatever mischief his son had gotten into after being inside all day. Stoick opened the door to quiet darkness. Everything was intact, no messed up chairs and blankets turned into forts, cabinets and shelves in place. All was as he left it. Including the food Stoick had set out on the table for Hiccup. Had the boy snuck out after all? Oh, if he had he was in even more trouble. Stoick could feel his blood boiling as he stomped up to the loft to check. Empty, just like this morning. Stoick decided to check the bedroom before going to the arena.

There was Hiccup sitting on his bed, knees drawn up and dried tear tracks on his cheeks. Just like that all the anger left Stoick.

"Hiccup?" Stoick came in and cringed inwardly when the boy flinched. "Hiccup, have you been here all day?"

For a while Stoick didn't think Hiccup was going to respond. Finally the boy gave the slightest of nods. Stoick sat on the bed next to him, "Why didn't you eat?"

Hiccup shrugged and sniffled. Stoick had made a mistake in not coming home sooner. "Hiccup, I only said to stay inside. You didn't have to sit here all day."

"I alwayth have to thit here when I'm bad," Hiccup whispered his lip trembling. "I have to thtay here till you're not mad anymore."

A huge mistake. "Hiccup, I'm not mad anymore."

"You're not?" Hiccup finally looked up so Stoick shook his head. Hiccup let go of his knees and put his arms around Stoick's neck, sniffling into his shoulder, getting snot on his tunic. Stoick pulled the boy onto his lap held him there, rocking.

"Do I get a thpanking?" Hiccup asked. That had been the plan, but now Stoick was having second thoughts.

"Do you think you should?"

Hiccup shrugged, "I wath bad." He let go of Stoick's neck and tucked his head under Stoick's right cheek as he played with his father's beard. Stoick frowned; it was not like the boy to be so cuddly when he wasn't tired.

"What would you get a spanking for?" Stoick asked gently, still rocking him.

"I don't know." Hiccup whispered, "Theeing the Nightmare?"

"Is that why you think I was angry?"

Hiccup pressed in closer, burying his face in Stoick's neck, and shrugged. Stoick wrapped his arms around his son and kissed the top of his head. He shouldn't have left the poor boy alone all day. Hiccup was only a child with a childish understanding of what was going on. He didn't understand how scared Stoick had been that morning. He only understood that his father had been very angry; too angry to stay in the same house as him.

"I was mad because you snuck out in the night. I woke up and you weren't home. You know you aren't allowed to go anywhere without telling me or another grownup. On top of that you went into the arena, a place you are not allowed to be under any circumstance, and you were with a dangerous beast. You did a lot wrong."

"Tho I get a thpanking?" Hiccup asked matter-of-factly. He didn't seem to mind the idea. Stoick hoped he wasn't getting immune to them. Spankings were the most effective punishment he had tried. Time outs were absolutely useless in his opinion. Other parents swore by them, but Stoick found that Hiccup didn't mind them in the least. "I don't want to be in trouble anymore." Hiccup whispered.

Oh gods, what had Stoick done that the kid wanted a spanking? "You aren't in trouble anymore. I think you've been punished enough without a spanking. You're still grounded though."

"Okay." Hiccup made no move to get up and Stoick berated himself again for letting his anger get the best of him. He had meant to spare the boy the worst of his anger by staying out till he had calmed down.

Hiccup's stomach growled loudly reminding Stoick that the boy hadn't eaten all day. That only served to make him feel guiltier. Stoick kissed Hiccup's head again, noting that the boy was covered in dried dragon spit and would need yet another bath, before setting the boy on his feet.

"What do you want for supper?" Stoick asked as he stood.

"I dunno." Hiccup said looking at the floor.

"You have to eat, Hiccup. Come on." Stoick guided Hiccup out of the bedroom, "Gobber says he got your dragon eating again." He said. Usually he wouldn't mention this but he wanted to brighten Hiccup up.

"She'th okay?" Hiccup asked clearly surprised. Stoick steered him to the table and pushed the plate of food in front of him. Then he got out the mug of buttermilk he had poured for the boy.

"Gobber and Uncle Spitelout even went in to see it. Gobber thinks it's safe. I still don't want you near it unsupervised, understood?"

"Yeth thir." Hiccup said pushing the food on his plate around.

"Eat, Hiccup."

Hiccup started chewing a piece of jerky and Stoick got the impression that it was only to appease him. Well, at least he was eating.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Stoick was supposed to get to this place regarding the dragon way back in chapter 20 but he is just so stubborn. Giving Hiccup nightmares didn't help so things went to the extreme. Hopefully everyone behaves now and I can get this story going the way it's supposed to neatly to the end. And don't worry; I've given you guys some fluff in the next chapter. I wasn't that mean to Stoick was I? When I first wrote it I thought I might have taken it too far but now I don't think so. Maybe it doesn't seem that bad because I've gone over this chapter several times for editing, CB and Nori seem to think I was mean… you all tell me. CB did say she liked this chapter because she could understand the stress Stoick was under and she liked how it all played out. What did you guys think?**

**Just a note because I keep getting asked: Toothless is not going to meet Hiccup in this story, he probably isn't coming back. I've said it before but it needs to be said again: he is not in this story. He was a plot device to distract the Nightmare so Hiccup could go home. It was a cameo. Toothless is not coming back in this story as a main character. If you see him again (I haven't decided yet) it's just another cameo. He is, however, a main character in my other story, **_**Imprint**_**. That glacier-plot mess. I'm writing part three now and it's soooooooooooo slow because of all these little details that need to be addressed before I can move on… So if you want to read a story of mine with Toothless, head over to **_**Imprint**_** or wait several months when I'll be posting my next story (when this one is done) because Toothless will be (eventually) in that one.**

**Hopelessromantic4life: lol yeah, there really was no way that Hiccup was going to obey Stoick there was there?**

**KaliAnn: To be fair Stoick is seriously boar-headed and Hiccup is his only family left, so he's a bit (a lot) overprotective. Not to mention watching a dragon who had broken into his house and scared his baby fly away with his wife. He has good reason to hate dragons. I can see where he is coming from but I needed him to change his mind… I completely understand why he disowned (briefly) Hiccup in the movie and why things had to go as far as they did for Hiccup to change things in Berk. Stoick is a hard man to change. You really made me stop and analyze Stoick right there, I hadn't stopped to think about why he was being so hard to move. Kinda feel sorry for him now…**

**Midnightsky0612: The apple doesn't fall far from the tree, eh?**

**Thearizona: I know that stupid lisp is annoying. He has another tooth to lose before he gets rid of that lisp. Maybe Gobber will get tired of it and help Hiccup get rid of it sooner… Fiendishly cruel and clever eh? Hehehe. And I got what I wanted from Stoick which means Mama Nightmare isn't going anywhere for a while. CB wants to know where the Drake is too…**


	24. Truce Sort of

Gobber and Spitelout came over that evening to talk. Ordinarily Stoick would send Hiccup to play in his room, but the boy didn't seem completely convinced that he wasn't in trouble. Hiccup had been following him around all evening and had climbed onto Stoick's lap when the others got there so sending him to his room might not be a good idea. Hiccup, however, proved to be undisruptive, oddly content to sit on Stoick's lap as the men discussed everything from village defenses to crops. Neither Gobber nor Spitelout commented on Hiccup's odd behaviour until the boy fell asleep. That didn't take long; Hiccup was worn out from crying most of the day.

"I've never seen the lad so clingy. Or you indulge him so much." Gobber said, taking a drink. "What'd you do?"

Stoick stiffened. "I lost my temper."

Spitelout snorted and Gobber frowned. "Ya didn't hit him did you?"

"No!" Stoick checked himself as Hiccup stirred, rubbing circles on the boy's back. "You know I would never. I yelled at him and left him here all day by himself. I handled it poorly. The boy sat on his bed waiting for me to come home. He didn't even eat." Stoick added, guilt momentarily clear on his face.

"Let me guess, you've coddled 'im, but said nothing else about it." Gobber said. "Just admit that he scared you and say you're sorry."

Stoick stared at Gobber with narrowed eyes. He could handle this and make things right without his friend butting in with his harebrained ideas.

Spitelout laughed, "Right, Stoick saying he's sorry. Do you know how stubborn he is? I remember Mom telling me how his dad locked him in his room until he would apologize once and Stoick was not the one who gave in. Your dad did give you a whoopin, though, if I remember right."

"I remember that," Gobber said. "During dragon training. You missed a day. You never did tell me what you'd done."

Stoick glared at them both; it was none of their business what he had done. It hadn't been that bad. Stoick shifted Hiccup and stood to put the boy to bed.

"So, 'bout that dragon." Gobber called to Stoick when he went into the bedroom. Stoick stepped back into the doorway to quickly hiss.

"Keep it down. Do you want to wake him? I told you I'm not discussing that beast any further." Stoick put Hiccup into his bed, tucked him in, and stroked his hair making sure he was really out for the night. Hiccup didn't stir so Stoick walked back out, leaving the door open a crack, before taking his seat and addressing Gobber and Spitelout. "If you two morons want to risk hurting yourselves that's fine, but the beast is staying confined."

"It was pretty meek. I don't think it would be a huge risk. The exercise could help its wing get stronger faster. So we can get rid of it." Spitelout said. "I want it gone as much as you do."

Stoick covered his eyes with his hand. Of all the foolish, "So you want it loose in the village?"

"Not right away." Spitelout assured him. "Take some precautions. Get Gothi's opinion. I just think we should give it enough freedom to stretch its wing."

Stoick gave them both a level look causing Spitelout to shift uncomfortably: he knew how stupid he sounded. Gobber, on the other hand, was laughing to himself,

"Sounds crazy, doesn't it? It would work, though. I'm sure than it won't be any trouble."

"And if it is? Gobber, Hiccup's attached to this thing. If it causes trouble then we have to kill it. Possibly in front of the boy and he's having enough nightmares as it is. I don't want to risk further trauma to him. Or the safety of the village."

"Oh just think about it, Stoick." Gobber said getting up to leave. "Apologize to the boy." He added as an afterthought.

Stoick snorted; like he would do either. "Night," he said as Gobber left. "You really agree with that lunatic?" Stoick asked turning to face Spitelout again.

"Yes. No. I don't know. It makes sense. The quicker it heals the sooner its gone. Tie it up outside the village maybe. Corral it in? It can't fly for now." Spitelout paused to wait for a reaction but Stoick didn't give him one. "It won't hurt yer boy, Stoick. It didn't make a move to hurt us either. However, I'll go with what you decide. See you tomorrow."

Stoick frowned at the fire as his brother left thinking it over. He'd ask Gothi what she thought tomorrow; she'd put an end to the idea Stoick was sure. The idea of getting rid of the monster sooner was tempting though.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was curled up next to Stoick the next morning. He must have crawled into Stoick's bed sometime in the night. It was still early; they didn't need to get up just yet so Stoick rubbed his thumb between Hiccup's shoulder blades and counted the freckles on the boy's cheeks. It was times like these that he missed Valka the most. He missed her plenty when he felt like he needed her. Yesterday with Hiccup and the dragon for instance. She would have handled that better, Stoick was sure of it. It was the quiet moments, though, that he missed <em>her<em>. She would have teased Stoick about passing his freckles on to their son with her eyes dancing and a grin tugging the corners of her mouth. These were the moments that he wanted her here. For the whispered conversations, the laughter, to see her kiss Hiccup goodnight as she tucked him in like every child deserved. Valka would love Hiccup; she'd tell Stoick that their son had a good heart for wanting to take care of the dragon.

"Dad?" Hiccup slurred without opening his eyes, "Ith it morning?"

"Not just yet." Stoick smiled as Hiccup sighed, eyelids fluttering. Valka used to watch Hiccup sleep with Stoick, each little breath, every scrunching of his nose. They used to talk about Hiccup's future. Debate over whether his eyes would stay blue or turn green, if he would have Valka's playfulness or Stoick's, well, stoic-ness. Either way she would love who Hiccup was, down to each little freckle.

Stoick waited about five minutes before he pulled Hiccup closer to kiss his hair. "Time to get up."

Hiccup whined, pushing against Stoick and curling in, covering his head with his arms.

"None of that," Stoick chuckled. "Time to get up. Come on, son." He got out of bed and pulled the blankets off Hiccup. "Come get some breakfast."

Stoick was half done his first mug of tea and the porridge was ready before Hiccup came out of the bedroom rubbing his eyes. Stoick put a bowl of porridge and a mug of milk in front of the boy, then smoothed his son's unruly hair where it was sticking up on the side.

"Why don't you go play with the other kids today? Gobber and I are both going to by busy."

"I thought I was grounded." Hiccup said while pushing his porridge around.

"Eat, Hiccup." Stoick said sitting with his own breakfast. "You are grounded. I'm dropping you off with your Aunt Thistleface. You'll do as she tells you."

Hiccup scrunched his nose as he chewed. "How long am I grounded?"

"Don't talk with your mouth full. I haven't decided yet. Drink your milk. Both hands, Hiccup."

"Are you doing chief thingth today?" Hiccup asked when he put his mug down.

"Yes." Dealing with the dragon and the village.

"You want Gobber helping? You thaid he wathn't good at being rethponthible. That he was a dithtraction."

Stoick snorted. Gobber could be helpful and responsible when he felt like it. If he was completely irresponsible Stoick would never leave Hiccup in his care. "I need his help today. You'll be fine with your Aunt and your cousin."

* * *

><p>Hiccup hated being at his Aunt and Uncle's. Snotlout teased him, his uncle made comments about how un-Viking like he was, and his Aunt kept trying to feed him and talked about how Stoick was taking too much on with Hiccup and the village. She would mention 'nice families' that would gladly accept the 'honour' of caring for the heir. No matter how difficult he was. Hiccup knew better; grownups other than Gobber didn't like him; they stayed as far away as possible from him.<p>

"He's grounded so keep him in sight. He's allowed to play with the other kids outside; in fact I'd prefer he spent the day outside. He's not allowed to go running off though." Stoick said stroking Hiccup's hair.

"I got it, Stoick. I've looked after him plenty of times." Aunt Thistleface said. "Is what Spitelout said true?"

Stoick snorted, "True enough. Be good and listen to your aunt." Stoick ordered Hiccup. He was going towards the arena which confirmed Hiccup's suspicion that he was doing something with the dragon.

"Come inside, Hiccup, the ground's still wet, you can play outside later." Aunt Thistleface said pushing him along into her house. "Go play with Snotlout, dear."

Snotlout was sitting on the floor with some blocks but he didn't seem to be doing much. It looked like Aunt Thistleface was doing the dishes. Helping with chores would be preferable to playing with Snotlout. At his house Snotlout was bossy and mean, worse than outside because Hiccup was stuck with him.

"Snotlout, Hiccup's here." Aunt Thistleface said heading to the basin of wash water.

"I can help with the disheth, Aunt Thistleface." Hiccup said following her.

"That's okay, Hiccup. You go play with your cousin. Your father said you had a bad day yesterday and he wants you to have some fun today."

Fun did not mean playing with his cousin. "Helping can be fun."

Aunt Thistleface smiled at Hiccup, a fake smile that politely said she wanted Hiccup to leave her alone. "It's okay, Hiccup. You go play with Snotlout." She pushed Hiccup away from the table and the dishes. Hiccup made his way gloomily to his cousin and sat down.

"Helping is fun? You are such a suck up." Snotlout hissed, tossing a block at Hiccup's chest.

"It can be." Hiccup defended. "More fun than thome other thingth," he muttered.

"Whatever. Build a tower." Snotlout said while shoving the blocks across the floor to Hiccup.

"Why?" Hiccup asked turning one of the blocks over in his hands. It had seen a lot of wear and tear, chipped and worn.

Snotlout rolled his eyes. "So my warriors have something to destroy, duh." He picked up a toy Viking and waved it in Hiccup's face.

"Okay, why do I have to build the tower?"

"Cause only babies play with blocks and you're the baby."

"I am not!" Hiccup dropped the block he was fiddling with, "You were playing with them when I got here." Hiccup pushed the blocks back to Snotlout.

"Only because I knew you were coming over." Snotlout pushed them back.

"You're lying; you were playing with them yourself. Like a baby." Hiccup said shoving the blocks at Snotlout again.

"No, you're the baby!" Snotlout shouted before picking up a block and throwing it in Hiccup's face.

"Ow!" Hiccup cried, clutching his face after the corner of the block dug into his nose. He wasn't going to cry. Vikings didn't cry over a bit of pain.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" Snotlout was saying. Hiccup didn't really hear him; he could feel wetness on his fingers, a thick wetness, which also dripped into his right eye. Next thing he knew there were hands tugging at his wrists.

"Hiccup, let me see, dear." Aunt Thistleface ordered. It hurt and he didn't want to let go. His aunt was stronger though and pulled Hiccup's hands away from his face. "Snotlout, get some water and clean rags. It's okay Hiccup." Aunt Thistleface used a wet rag on the bridge of Hiccup's nose and pulled a splinter of wood out while Hiccup whimpered. She then pressed the rag to his nose near his right eye.

"It was an accident. I'm sorry." Snotlout kept saying.

"Go to your room, Snotlout." Aunt Thistleface said, inspecting the cut on Hiccup's nose, "You know better than to throw things at others." She got Hiccup to his feet and over to the table. "Your eye is fine, thank goodness. I'm going to wrap it up, okay dear? I need to get the bleeding to stop. I don't think you'll need stitches though. We don't need to tell your dad how this happened, okay?"

Hiccup sniffed and nodded as his aunt wrapped a bandage between his eyes and over his left cheek. He wiped some stray tears off his cheeks and bit his lip to stop its trembling.

"You're fine, just a scratch. We'll take the bandage off in a bit. Makes it look worse than it is." His aunt muttered to herself. The cut throbbed worse than a scratch. Hiccup knew no good would come from playing with Snotlout.

* * *

><p>The whole village had gone mad. Stoick had expected Gothi at least to have some sense but no, apparently even that was expecting too much. She agreed with Gobber and Spitelout's recommendation. So a metal corral was being set up, using precious resources and time. At least Stoick had thought it would use resources. Gobber used spare chains from the arena. The posts curved inward so the beast couldn't climb out. It would be able to see the whole village from there, including Stoick's house.<p>

"Comin' along nicely, wouldn't you say?" Spitelout whilst said standing next to Stoick. The posts were all up and after a break they would wind the chains round them.

"If this doesn't work out?" Stoick asked harshly.

"Look, Stoick, it should be flying again in a week or two. Everything will be fine for that long."

"If it were Snotlout would you be okay with this?" Stoick asked.

Spitelout was silent for a while. "It honestly isn't the same. They're very different boys. I don't think Snotlout would feel guilty over the beast being caught now. At least, he wouldn't let that guilt show."

"You aren't answering my question."

"I would have killed it when I had the chance and told Snotlout to get over it. However, Hiccup's too soft for that. Besides they're both too young really. Too young to get blood on them."

That was another issue: Hiccup was a Viking; a strong Viking if not very big. He was going to get blood on him so he would have to come to terms with that. The boy had been upset the first time he saw a chicken killed for supper. He had been two, playing in the yard, pretending to do whatever he saw Stoick doing until the chicken was killed. Stoick hadn't thought about it, hadn't realized he had never killed a chicken in front of Hiccup until that moment. When he struck the head off the bird blood spurted out and Hiccup burst into tears.

It had taken Stoick the rest of the evening to calm the child down. He had explained that they needed to eat, that it was the natural course of things. Chickens were eaten, not just by people, but also by dogs, cats, dragons. However, Stoick had made sure not to kill anything else in front of Hiccup until he was a few years older and able to understand what was going on.

Hiccup was five Stoick had first taken him 'hunting.' Nothing more than checking rabbit traps really. Hiccup by then understood the order of life. They had found one rabbit still alive in a trap. Stoick had thought it would be a good learning experience, an easy first kill. Hiccup was old enough. They would have the rabbit for supper. Only Hiccup couldn't do it. He had thrown the knife down and run off, ashamed that he hadn't been able to make the kill. Stoick took care of the rabbit, he didn't want the poor thing to suffer in its fear, and then got his son. He had assured his son that it was okay. Hiccup was only a very little boy and a good Viking. He didn't have to kill the rabbit. Hiccup was okay with hunting rabbits now when it was for food. He was a good hearted boy and Stoick was proud of him for it. Kindness was not a weakness, Valka had shown him that.

"Ready ta get those chains up?" Gobber asked, breaking Stoick from his thoughts.

"What?"

"The chains. What're ya thinkin' so hard about? Could practically see the smoke comin' out yer ears." Gobber said laughing.

"Rabbits," Stoick said before moving closer to the enclose, a bewildered Gobber staring at him.

* * *

><p>They moved her. Bundled up in chains and loaded on a slab of wood. She was hauled out of her prison to a new one. A smaller one with an open sky. Not that she could use her wing she thought sourly.<p>

The Alpha stood outside her new prison with his arms crossed while the two from before came in to take her chains off.

"Easy, beastie," Funny Limb said, "Nothin' ta worry 'bout." They got her chains off. She could have easily taken a snap at them but resisted. She was being good, though, and her hatchling's sire was watching. If he saw she was good she might get her hatchling back.

The two Vikings left her new prison and closed her in. The Alpha nodded to them and left. Just like that. The Nightmare could see the Viking nest to her right. This might be smaller, but she was closer to her little one. She could smell traces of him when she tried and her mood lifted with that thought.

**A/N: This chapter was supposed to be about the kids but Snotlout ruined that. Honestly, that kid just turns to violence as a default. Though I suppose being a Viking that is what is expected of him. Have I said before that Snotlout and Hookfang are possibly my favourite characters in the show? They amuse me so very much. Especially the one where Snotlout was trying to get Hookfang to sneak and that big lumbering dragon was thudding across the beach. That makes me laugh just thinking about it.**

**So next chapter is the last of part 3 then only part 4 to go! I can't believe the end is in sight. I can't tell you when this story is coming back though, I'm going back home next week and staying for three weeks so I don't plan on doing much writing while I'm there as I'm visiting my dad's hometown and family for a week and then my hometown and grandmother. I haven't been home since 2009 and some of my dad's family (my Great Uncle and Uncle mainly) couldn't make it to the funeral last year so it will probably get emotional. Plus I haven't seen my grandmother since last year and she just beat cancer for the fourth time so there won't be much writing between visiting, helping out, and touring around to see old haunts. Thus I will be on hiatus for a few weeks. I will keep the schedule updated so you can check there to see when **_**Of Fathers and Nightmares **_**will be back. **_**Imprint **_**will come back in a couple of weeks before the hiatus starts but I will keep some chapters in reserve so I have something to post after the hiatus while I catch up on my writing. Don't worry, I am finishing this story; hopefully by late fall the whole thing will be posted.**

**KaliAnn: Yeah, the ending… It's not that bad, I don't think… You'll all tell me when you get there. Thank you, I do try to get the differences between child and adult views and it's nice to know I'm succeeding. Stoick did handle that all wrong but at least he knows that and will make it up to Hiccup in his own way.**

**Thearizona: Really? You don't think the immense guilt Stoick felt when he got home and realized his very hyperactive son had spent the entire day sitting alone on his bed waiting to be punished wasn't mean? Hiccup didn't even have breakfast let alone lunch and it's Stoick's fault. OFN (I take the letters that are capitalized in the title because that makes more sense in my strange little head. I don't care if others want to add the 'A' though) I haven't sat down and outlined part four yet (I take the overall outline and add more details) so I'm guessing maybe 6 more chapters and an epilogue? There could be more could be less I never really know till I write them. Sometimes what I think is one chapter becomes two and vice versa. There is an epilogue, I know that much. **_**Imprint**_** is back on the 22 but will go on hiatus starting the 29 or August 5 because of the trip I mentioned before. It depends on internet and how much time I have to edit while Back East. **

**ElvenPrincess: Thank you, always happy to get more comments, especially ones that I can use to improve. Do you think the difference could be because he is aged down? He's eight here and so not the same as he was in the movies because of it. I tried to keep the same core Hiccup, although your personality is still developing at eight. Is it something specific or just an overall feeling? If it's something I can work on or fix I'd like to do so.**

**Hendemar2000: Aww thank you!**

**D: Hiccup's relationship with Toothless is very different than his relationship with Mama Nightmare (I almost slipped and used her name there lol) so you don't need to worry about that. Just a note, Hiccup's eight in my fic and 15 in the first movie (we're told he's 20 in the second and that it takes place five years after the first) which also adds to the differences in the relationships. I know it's rough for Stoick and Hiccup both not having enough time to bond. I feel like that really contributes to their problems in the first movie as Stoick is in no way abusive towards his son and clearly loves him dearly even when he's angry with him. Hiccup for his part is comfortable with Stoick if a little awkward. They just don't know how to talk to each other, which aggravates Gobber hehe. You got fluffiness here, and I think there's at least one chapter of fluffiness coming in part 4…**

**As always special thanks to CB for the edit**


	25. Nana

"What do you mean he stayed inside?" Stoick asked Thistleface.

"You said he's grounded, Stoick. I thought-"

"I told you I _wanted_ him to pay outside. The fresh air is good for him." Stoick had been very clear about that when he dropped Hiccup off. What was with people and thinking they could make their own decisions about Hiccup's welfare? Hiccup was _his_ son and _he_ decided.

"He had an accident; I thought it best he stay quietly inside."

Stoick heard the sound of little feet on the stairs and looked up to see Hiccup, sketchbook in hand. With a bright red scratch across the bridge of his nose that came dangerously close to his right eye.

"What the Hel happened?" Stoick said as he pulled Hiccup off the stairs to check the injury.

"Nothing, Dad. I'm fine." Hiccup tried pulling back, but Stoick had a firm grip on his side to hold him in place.

"Fine? This is not fine. How did this happen, Thistleface?" Stoick asked running his thumb under the cut. It was jagged, not a clean scratch and only thinly healed over. It had been cleaned and salved at least.

"You know how clumsy he is." Thistleface shrugged.

"He tripped? What scratched him?" As if Stoick was going to believe Hiccup just tripped and got this scratch. There weren't any other bruises on the boy that he could see, no indication of Hiccup falling. Snotlout had also come downstairs and looked nervous. Probably a result of the yelling however.

"The blocks. He fell and hit the corner of one. They're a bit worn down and he got a splinter." Thistleface said.

Stoick paled. A splinter. The scratch was so close to Hiccup's eye, a little closer and it would be more than a scratch. He tightened his grip on Hiccup's side.

"Dad?" Hiccup said just above a whisper, "That hurtth."

Stoick instantly let go and stood up. "Thank you for looking after him," he said to Thistleface shortly as he steered Hiccup to the door. Was it too much to expect he get his son back in the condition he dropped him off in? Gobber seemed the only one capable of such a task.

"What really happened?" Stoick asked when they were walking up the path to the Great Hall.

"Nothing. I'm clumthy and hurt mythelf." Hiccup mumbled, not meeting his father's eye. Stoick didn't buy it for a moment. He put his hand on Hiccup's shoulder and crouched down; holding Hiccup's chin up so the boy couldn't look at the ground.

"Hiccup Horrendous you tell me the truth."

"That ith true." Hiccup said eyes darting around. "Am I in trouble?"

Stoick sighed, "No, you're not in trouble, son. I don't want you lying though. What really happened? I promise you won't be in trouble."

"I promithed I wouldn't tell. You thaid I have to keep my promitheth."

His whole life Stoick had been prepared to be Chief. He had been told how difficult it would be, that he would have to make decisions and keep to them. No one had told him that parenting would be more difficult, full of even tougher decisions. What was it about caring for children that was so complicated?

"It'th okay, Dad, it doethn't hurt. I'm a Viking, I can handle it." Hiccup said patting Stoick's arm. Hiccup might be able to handle it but Stoick couldn't. "Dad? What'th that?" Hiccup asked pointing at the new corral.

"We moved the dragon." Stoick said absently. He was still trying to figure out a way he could find out exact details.

"Can we go thee her?"

Stoick could always drag the truth out of Spitelout. He stood up. "No, Hiccup. We're going to supper."

"After thupper?" Hiccup asked, taking Stoick's hand.

Stoick wanted to say no but he could hardly pass up an opportunity to make the kid finish a meal. "Only if you eat all your supper."

"I alwayth eat thupper." Hiccup said he seemed to be trying to hop up the stairs letting only one foot touch each step from what Stoick could tell.

"I said all your supper. Everything on your plate or in your bowl."

Hiccup held on to Stoick's arm to swing his feet up one of the longer steps. "Even if I'm too full?"

"You won't be too full."

"What if I don't like thupper?"

"You can still eat it."

"What if it maketh me thick?"

"Then you won't be seeing the dragon because you're sick. You will only get to see it if you finish your supper. Understand?"

A big sigh came from the boy, "Yeth thir."

* * *

><p>Vikings kept coming to stare at her; did they have nothing better to do? Surely they had food to gather or nests to defend. Vikings were such inept and rude creatures. However, she didn't care enough to protest their gawking so the Nightmare just lay there and let them look. Until she caught the scent of her hatchling on the wind. Lifting her head the Nightmare crooned in the direction of the smell.<p>

There he was, bouncing along next to his sire who held his little hand. When they got closer the hatchling sobered up and walked meekly in his sire's shadow casting anxious glances at her and the other Vikings.

There was an exchange of greetings between her hatchling's sire and the other Vikings, the way they acted and held themselves reminding her that the little one's sire was the alpha of the Viking nest; and that her little one would grow up to be an alpha himself. Hard to remember that when he tucked himself into his sire's side to hide from notice. He was still very small though, and acting appropriately for his age.

The Alpha stroked the hatchling's head with his thumb as he talked to the others. He then said something to the little one quietly before allowing her hatchling approach her prison, though the Nightmare did not miss how carefully he watched her and the little one, hand on weapon ready to attack. She was pleased that he was being more responsible.

"Hi," her hatchling said when he got to the fence. She bent her head to rumble a greeting and noticed a cut on his nose near his eye. She growled; any approval she had granted his sire vanished. How could his sire be so irresponsible as to let this happen?

"What? What'th wrong?"

What was wrong? From the look of it he had nearly lost an eye. There was enough room for her to nose through the chains and lick the scratch. It smelled funny and needed to be cleaned.

"Thtop it, you're getting thpit in my eyeth. Hey!" He shouted the last as he was, roughly in the Nightmare's opinion, pulled away from the fence. The Nightmare prepared her flame, seeing red.

"Dad, she wathn't hurting me. I told you, they like licking."

The Alpha still glared up at her and wiped her spit off his offspring's face with his furry covering.

"Stoick, it did that all the time when the lad was out there. No harm in it." Funny Limb said coming up to stand next to the crouching Alpha. He frowned when he saw the hatchling, "What happened to yer face, lad?"

"An acthident." The hatchling said, picking at his sire's hair. "I'm okay."

"Awful close to his eye, isn't it?" Funny Limb said to the Alpha. That's what the Nightmare thought. She was interested in how it happened too.

"I know that. Not much I can do about it, is there? He was at his aunt's." The Alpha had a protective arm around the little one. What was an aunt? The Nightmare decided disliked aunts if they were things that hurt her hatchling. Why would his sire let him around an "aunt" if they allowed such harm?

Funny Limb shrugged, "Engh, no harm no foul."

"No harm? Do you see his face?"

"Bit of a scratch." Funny Limb waved it off. "C'mon, sparrow, let's see yer dragon. It's itchin' to see you." Funny Limb took the hatchling's hand and brought him back to the fence where the Nightmare could check him over properly. Funny Limb even lifted the little one up to stand on a railing, ignoring the Alpha's protests and warnings. Which was brave of Funny Limb. He did keep an arm around the hatchling and the Nightmare could tell that he was ready to snatch the little one away at a moment's notice. He never took his eyes off the Nightmare.

"Does yer beastie have a name?" Funny Limb asked steadying the hatchling as the chain he leaned on swayed. The Nightmare snuffled over her little one, looking for other possible injuries. He giggled when her breath tickled his neck.

"No." He said to Funny Limb, "I didn't think of that."

"Well, the beastie needs a name."

No she did not. She needed no name; she was a Monstrous Nightmare. That was the only name she would ever bear.

"She doeth?"

No. The Nightmare snorted her indignation.

"Most certainly."

The Nightmare growled at them to stop this foolishness.

"See?" Funny Limb said. "She's all upset that you haven't given her one yet."

She was not. She was upset because Funny Limb was trying to give her one now. The Nightmare huffed a small ring to indicate her irritation.

"What should I call her?" The hatchling asked.

Monstrous Nightmare. That was what she was.

"Hmm." Funny Limb said scratching his chin with his weird hand, the normal one was still supporting the hatchling as he stood on the railing and leaned on the chain. "Something suitable. She's a bit of a mama dragon isn't she?"

Not a 'bit.' she was a mama dragon.

"I gueth," The hatchling frowned.

"Least, she seems ta _think_ she's yer mama." Funny Limb gave the hatchling a slight tickle on his ribs, earning a giggle from her little one. "You have yer dad, though, who doesn't want ta share ya. So she's more like yer nurse. Or a nanny goat. What about 'Nursie' or 'Nana'?"

Monstrous Nightmare foolish Viking. She rumbled at her hatchling; she wanted him to come inside so she could tuck him away under her wing for the night.

"She could be a Nana." The Hatchling said it more like a question than a statement.

"Nana it is." Funny Limb said. "Now say goodnight, I think yer dad's had all he can handle for today."

"Why?"

"Cause you have a way of doin' that to him."

The hatchling reached out to pet the Nightmare's snout and she rumbled, pleased. "Dad doethn't like her, does he?"

"Yer dad doesn't like havin' you in dangerous positions."

Her little one wasn't in a dangerous position. The Nightmare took better care of the hatchling than his sire did.

"Goodnight Nana," her hatchling said, wrapping his arms as far around her nose as he could. She dipped her head so he wouldn't cut himself on her teeth. He pressed his lips to her snout then Funny Limb set him back on the ground. The Alpha, who had watched the whole thing from a few feet away, held his hand for the little one who happily took it and bounced along next to his sire, chattering the whole way to his nest.

Nana. The Nightmare scoffed. She would never answer to anything so ridiculous.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yay she has a name! Happy?**

**End of part 3. Like I said last chapter I'm not sure when this story will be back. Also I forgot to mention the three hour time difference so the chapters will be three hours early for you (I have them done ahead of time but posting them on east coast time. It's still 8 for me). **

**KaliAnn: I know, not good parenting there, but to be fair that's all Stoick knows. They don't focus on the secondary characters enough in the movies, though so much is going on it would get too long and confusing if they did. In the show Snotlout and Hookfang amuse me the most.**

**Dragon Lord Draco: Thank you. She's fine now, just tired from the treatment, but cancer free.**

**AngetianPrincess18: They're cousins; of course they act that way :)**

**Thearizona: Thanks, yeah, my outlines are pretty much this, this, and this need to happen, characters can do the rest.**

**ElvenPrincess: I can explain those : ) The lisp is because of his missing tooth, he'll lose the other one soon and when those teeth grow in bam! No more stupid lisp and I am never doing that to myself again! The cuddly thing is just age. He's somewhat independent now for his age but he's under ten. I have three years' worth of an education bachelor's (I decided to not go that route in the end for reasons) and have learned all about child development so I applied that here to age Hiccup down. He's cuddly when tired, sick, hurt, or in need of reassurance which fits in with his age for this fic and I've left room for the independence of his teens to grow. Plus, independence is a natural part of becoming a teenager, around 12 or 13 it'll kick in for him. I'm about to watch the first movie and keep an eye out for who touches Hiccup, how, and when. From memory it's just Stoick, Gobber, and Astrid. Based on Hiccup's reaction to Stoick and Gobber he's used to the way they touch him which is usually affectionate (**_**That**_** scene aside. However, we see that Hiccup is **_**not**_** used to harsh treatment from Stoick). As for the 'I gotta kill a dragon' problem with the Nightmare, well, the story isn't over yet…**


End file.
